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CHAPTER L 

OUT OP MIND, OUT OF SIGHT, 

JSToTV^THSTANDiNa the baronet's polite invi- 
tation, and although Mr. Long did not re- 
turn, as expected, upon the ensuing morn- 
ing, I felt no inclination to exchange my 
solitude for the society of Mr. Gilmore at 
bowls. I was, indeed, rather curious to see 
the bowling-green, which I had heard from 
my tutor was one of the very finest in Eng- 
land, fenced in by wondrous walls of yew ; 
but, to arrive there, it was necessary to 
pass close to the Hall, and, consequently, 
to run great risk of meeting Sir Massing- 
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berd, my repugnance to whom had re- 
turned with tenfold strength since the pre- 
ceding day. My reason, it is true, could 
suggest no possible harm from my having 
enclosed his letter to Marmaduke, but stiU 
an indefinable dread of what I had done 
oppressed me. I could not imagine in 
what manner I could have been outwitted ; 
but a certain malignant exultation in Sir 
Massingberd's face when he was taking his 
leave, haunted my memory, and rendered 
hateful the idea of meeting it again. 
Moreover, the companionship of Gilmore, 
the butler, was not attractive. He bore a 
very bad character with the villagers, among 
whom he was said to emulate in a humble 
manner the vices of his lord and master ; 
he had been his companion and confidential 
servant for a great number of years, and it 
was not to be wondered at, even supposing 
that he commenced that servitude as an 
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honest man, that his principles shoiddhaire 
been sapped by the TOmnmnication. 

Those who had known Richard Gilmore 
best and longest, however, averred that hlii 
nature had not been the least impaired t^ 
this companionship, inasmuch as it had 
been always as bad as bad could be* I 
never saw his pale secretive face, with the 
thin lips tightly closed, as. if to prevent the 
escape of one truant word, without reflect- 
ing what a repository of dark and wicked 
deeds that keeper of Sir Massingberd's 
conscience needs must be. Such men 
usually hold such masters in their own 
hands ; for they know too much about 
them, and it is that species of knowledge 
which, above aU others, is power. But it 
was not so in this case ; the antecedents of 
Gilmore's master were probably as evil as 
those of any person who has ever kept a 
valet, but there was this peculiarity about 



12 LOST SIE MASSINGBEED. 

the baronet — ^that lie cared little or nothing 
•whether people knew them or not. When 
a thoroughly unprincipled man has arrived 
at the stage of being entirely indifferent to 
what his fellow-creatures think of him, 
he has touched his zenith ; he is as much a 
hero to his valeUde-chambre as to anybody 
else. It was Gilmore's nature to be reti- 
cent ; but, for ali Sir Massingberd cared, 
he might have ascended the steps at the 
stone-cross at Crittenden upon market-day, 
and held forth upon the subject of his 
master's peccadillos. Sir Massingberd 
stood no more in fear of him than of any 
other man ; otherwise, he would scarcely 
have used such frightful language to him as 
he did whenever the spirit-case had not 
been properly replenished, or he happened 
to mislay the key of his own cigar-chest. 
It was no delicate tending that the lord of 
Fairbum Hall required; no accurate ar- 
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rangement of evening garments ere he 
returned from shooting ; no shppers placed 
in front of the fire. As he was attired in the 
morning, so he remained throughout the day, 
and, if it were the poaching season, through- 
out the night also. He never was ill, and 
only very rarely was he so overcome with 
liquor as to require any assistance in retir- 
ing. The putting Sir Massingberd to bed 
must have been a bad quarter of an hour 
for Mr. Gilmore. I have mentioned that 
when I paid my only visit to the Hall, the 
front-door bell was answered by the butler 
with very commendable swiftness, under the 
impression that it was his master ; and, in-, 
deed, it was rumoured that, on more than 
one occasion, the baronet had felled his 
faithful domestic like an ox, for dilatori- 
ness. Wonder was sometimes expressed 
that Mr. Gilmore, who was supposed, as the 
phrase goes, to have feathered his nest very 
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agreeably during his master's prosperous 
days, should cleave to Mm in his present 
poverty — ^the merje sentiment of attachment 
hemg deemed scarcely strong enough to re- 
tam his gratuitous services ; but the reply 
commonly made to this was, I have no doubt, 
correct — namely, that, however matters 
might seem, Mr. Richard Gilmore, we 
might be well assured, knew his own busi- 
ness best, and on which side his bread was 
buttered. 

Sagacious, however, as this gentleman 
doubtless was, I did not &ncy him as a 
companion to play bowls with ; and, instead 
of going in the direction of the bowling- 
green, I took my way to Fairbum Chase. 
I had not set foot within it for more than a 
year, and the season was much farther ad- 
vanced then when I had last been there. 
The stillness which pervaded it in summer- 
time was now broken by the flutter of the 
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falling leaf and the plash of the chestnuts 
on the moist and sodden ground; the 
autumn rains had long set in ; there was 
that " drip, drip, drip" in the woods which 
so mournfully reminds us that the summer, 
with all its life and warmth, has passed away; 
and the dank earth was sighing from be- 
neath its load^f tangled leaves, which, 
"hanging so hght and hanging so high,'* 
but lately danced in the sunny air. The 
presentiment of evil which overshadowed 
me was deepened by the melancholy oi 
Nature. I moved slowly through the drip- 
pKng fern towards the heronry ; from the 
little island suddenly flew forth, not the 
stately birds who ordinarily reigned there, 
but a pair of ravens. I knew that such had 
taken up their residence in the old church 
tower, for I had seen them flying in and out 
of its narrow ivied window-shts ; but their 
appearance in the present locality was most 



16 LOST SIE MASSINGBEBD. 

unexpected. I was far firom being super- 
stitious, but I would rather have seen any 
other birds just then. A few steps further 
brought me to that bend in the stream 
which had been such a favourite haunt of 
mine before I had dreamed there so un- 
pleasantly. The lime-trees stood ragged and 
bare, and weeping silenfly, deprived of 
their summer bee-music; the sparkling sand, 
wherein I had seen the mysterious foot- 
prints, was dark and damp ; a few steps 
further brought me to the stepping-stones, 
by which that unknown visitant must have 
crossed over, if she were indeed of mortal 
mould; the wood upon the other side was 
no longer impenetrable to sight; and 
through its skeleton arms I could see some 
building of considerable size at no great 
distance. I knew where such of the 
keepers and gardeners as lived upon the 
estate resided, and it puzzled me to ima. 
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gine to what purpose tliis cottage was 
assigned. 

While I hesitated as to whether I should 
cross the turbid and swollen current, whose 
waters almost entirely covered the stepping- 
stones, a laugh prolonged and shrill burst 
forth from the very direction in which I 
was looking. It was the same mocking 
cry, never to be forgotten, which I had 
heard at that very spot some fifteen months 
before. Anywhere else, I should have re- 
cognized it ; but in that place it was impos- 
sible to doubt its identity. Knife-like, it 
clove the humid and unwilling air; and, 
before the sound had ceased, a short, sharp 
shriek succeeded it — the cry of a smitten 
human creature. In a moment I had 
crossed the stream, and was forcing my 
way through the wood. As I drew 
nearer, I perceived the edifice before 
me was of stone, and with a slated roof, 
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instead of being built with clay, and * 
thatched, as were the rest of Sir Massing- 
berd's cottages. There was no attempt at 
ornamentation, but the place was unusually 
substantial for its size, the door being 
studded with nails, while the window upon 
either side of it was protected by iron 
bars. 

I was just emerging from the fringe of 
the wood, when another sound smote on my 
ear, which caused me to pause at once, and 
remain where the trunk of an elm tree in- 
tervened between me and the cottage ; it 
was merely the bark of a dog, but it checked 
my philanthropie enthusiasm upon the in- 
stant. There was no mistaking that wheezy 
note, telling of canine infirmity, and days 
prolonged far beyond the ordinary span of 
dogs. Besides there was but one dog per- 
mitted to be at large in Fairbum Chase. 
It was the execrable Grimjaw. I could see 
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him from my place of concealment tm-ning 
his almost sightless eyes in my direction^ as 
he sat at the cottage door. Immediately 
afterwards, it opened, and out came Bichard 
Gilmore ; he looked about him suspiciously, 
but having convinced himself that there was 
nobody in the neighbourhood, he admin- 
istered a kick to Grimjaw's ribs, reproached 
him in strong language for having made a 
causeless disturbance, and turning the key, 
and pocketing it, walked away by a foot- 
path that doubtless led, although by no 
means directly, to the HalL He had a dog- 
whip in his hand when I first saw him, which 
I thought was an odd thing for a butler to 
carry, and he seemed to think so, too, for 
he put it in a side-pocket before he started, 
and buttoned it up. Grimjaw, gathering 
his stiffened limbs together, slowly followed 
him, not without turning his grey head ever 
and anon towards my covert, but without 
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venturing again to express his suspicions. 
I waited until the charming pair were 
out of sight, ere I advanced to the 
cottage. 

The door of course, was fast ; so, ap- 
proaching the right-hand window, I cau- 
tiously looked in through its iron bars; 
there was no casement whatever, therefore 
all the objects which the room contained 
were as clear to me as though I were in it. 
I beheld a sitting-room, the furniture of 
which was costly, and had been evidently 
intended for a much larger apartment, but 
which in variety was scanty enough. At a 
mahogany table, which retained little more 
of polish than if it had just been sawn from 
its trunk in Honduras, sat an ancient female, 
with her back towards me, supporting her 
chin on both hands ; a cold chicken in a 
metal dish was before her, but neither a 
plate nor knife and fork ; she was muttering 
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something in a low tone to herself, which, 
if it was a grace, must have been a very 
long one. Her hair was scanty, and white 
as snow, but hung down almost to the 
ground'; she was miserably thin ; and her 
clothes, although they had once been of 
rich material, were ragged and old. 

I had made no noise, as I thought, in 
my approach ; and the day was so dull and 
dark that she could scarcely have per- 
ceived my presence by any shadow of my 
eavesdropping self; but no sooner had I set 
my eyes on her than she began to. speak, 
without looking round, imagining, doubt- 
less, that I was Gilmore. ^' So you are 
there again, peeping and prying, are you, 
wicked thief," cried she. " Don't you know 
that a real lady should take her meals in peace 
without being interrupted, especially after 
she has been beaten? Think of that, you cur. 
Why, where' s your whip ?" She uttered 



22 LOST SIB IttASSTNaBEKD. 

these last words with a yell of scorn ; and 
turning suddenly, with one arm raised as if 
. to ward a blow, she met my unexpected 
face, and I saw hers. So remarkable was 
her appearance, that although it was she, 
not I, who was taken by surprise, I think I 
was the more astounded of the two. Her 
countenance was that of an old woman, so 
wrinkled, or rather shriyelled up, that the 
furrows might have represented the passage 
of a century of time ; yet the teeth were as 
white and regular as in a young beauty, and 
the black beaded eyes had a force and fire 
in them unquenched by age. In her thin 
puckered ears hung a pair of monstrous 
gilded ornaments, and round her skinny 
neck was a necklace such as a stage queen 
would wear ; yet she had naked feet. 

"Oh, it is you, is it?" observed she, 
with a grave distinctness, in strong contrast 
to her late excited and mocking tones. " If 
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I had known that you were coming, yom^ 
gentleman,! would have pnt on my bracelets^ 
The family jewels are not all gone to the 
pawnbroker's, as is generally believed. Be- 
sides, you should never insult people because 
th^ are poor, or mad ; one would not be 
either one or the other, you know, if one 
could help it." 

"Heaven forbid, madam, that I should 
offer you any insult^" said I, touched by 
the evident misfortune of this poor creature* 
" I merely ran hither because I heard the 
cry,, as I thought, of some one in dis- 
tress." 

" Ah, that was the dog, sir," replied the 
old woman cheerfully ; " the butler was cor- 
recting his dog, and it howled a little. Of 
course it couM not have been me — certainly 
not ; Sir Massingberd is so excessively 
anxious that I should have everything that 
is good for me ; he said that with his own 
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lips. And what a liandsome mouth he 
has, except when he looks at you.^^ 

" Why at me ?" cried I. " He has no 
cause to dislike me, has he !" 

^^ No cause !" cried the old woman, com- 
ing closer to the bars, and lowering her 
voice to a confidential whisper • " Oh no — 
not if you were dead. I never wished you 
worse than myself; no, not when my poor 
baby died, and I could not weep. I feel 
that now ; if I could only weep, as in the 
good old times with my husband ! There 
was plenty of good weeping then — ^plenty.'* 

" But why should you wish me dead, 
madam, who have never done you any 
harm ?" 

" No harm ? What not to have taken 
the title fi:'om my boy ? No harm, when but 
for you, he would have been the heir to house 
and land ! Why, look you, if it had not 
been for something, J would have driven, 
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Gilmore's knife into you that day when 
you were sleeping under the Umes. That 
was the very place where I used to meet 
my love — ^let me see, how many years 
ago.?'* 

The eager eyes for one instant ceased to 
glitter ; some jfragment of a memory of the 
past claimed the restless brain ; then once 
more she rambled on. " One, two, three, 
four — ^he never struck me more than four 
times ; that's true, I swear." 

"And what was the something thab 
prevented you from killing me when I 
was asleep by the heron's island?" in- 
quired I. 

" What was it ?" replied the old woman 
sadly. "Did you not cry, 'Mother, mother,' 
in your sleep, to make me think of my boy? 
I wept at that ; just one tear. He might 
have been such another as yourself — ^with 
the same Why, what's the matter 

VOL. II. 
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with your forehead ? What have you done 
with your horseshoe ? Every Heath wears 
one of them; then why not you, young 
Marmaduke ?" 

" My name is not Heath," said I ; " you 
ai'e taking me for somebody else." 

" Dear me — dear me, what a mistake !" 
The &ct is, that Kving in a house affects 
one's sight. Now, let me guess. K you 

are not Marmaduke Heath, you must be 

What a dark skin you have, and what kind 
eyes !" She looked suspiciously roimd the 
room, and laying her finger on her lip, ob- 
served beneath her breath : " You are not 
Stanley Carew, are you ? They told me he 
was hung, but I know better than that. I 
have seen him since a hundred times. To 
be hung for nothing must be a terrible 
thing; but how much worse to be hung 
for love r* 

" I am not Stanley Carew," said I ; " I ' 
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am Peter Meredith^ vrho lives with Mr. 
Long at the Rectory." 

"I never happen to have heard your 
name before, sir/' replied the old. woman, 
mincingly ; *^ perhaps you have never heard 
mine. Permit me to introduce myself. 
Don't suppose that our people don't know 
good manners, I am Sinnamenta— Lady 
Heath." 

*^ Madam," said I, deeply moved, " I 
apprehended as much. If I can do you 
any service, be sure that the will shaD not 
be wantingc Pray, tell me what shall I 
do?" 

" Well/' returned the poor creature, 
quickly, "Marmaduke Heath should be 
killed at once, that is aU important. We^ 
have been thinking of nothing else, my 
husband and I. But perhaps you have 
done it already." (How I shrank from 
that random shaftc) " If so, I have no 
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fttrtlier desire except to get out. K I could 
only be once more in the greenwood, my 
hair would reassume its natural colour. 
That is why Mr. Gihnore is so careM to 
keep me thus locked up. If my husband 
only saw me with my black hair again — ^it 
reached to the ground, sir — ^matters would 
be very different. I think I have already 
observed that it is not customary to watch 
a lady while she is partaking of refresh- 
ment." 

With that, she once more seated herself 
at the table, with her back to me ; and 
judging thereby that my presence was dis- 
tasteful to her, and having no notion of 
how I could possibly give her any aid, I 
withdrew from the sad scene. I had not, 
however, gone many steps, when she called 
me back again through the iron bars. 

" Mr. Meredith," said she, " you 
arrived somewhat unexpectedly. It is to 
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that circumstance alone, I beg to repeat, 
tliat you must attribute the absence of 
bracelets. My very best regards to all 
your family. Sinnamenta, you know — 
Lady Heath." 



CHAPTER 11. 

HAELEY STREET. 

While I was thus passing my time at Fair- 
burn, at work with my tutor, in rides 
rendered doubly lonesome by contrast with 
those made so enjoyable by the company of 
my friend, or in rambles about the solitary 
Chase, the course of true love was running 
more smoothly in Harley Street than it is 
fabled to do. During each of my visits 
there, I had perceived its silent increase 
even more clearly than those between 
whom it was growing up into the perfect 
flower, leaf by leaf, and bud by bud ; they 
had tended it together — ^Marmaduke and 
Lucy — ^until it was well nigh in blossom, 
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and yet they liad not said to one another, 
and perhaps not even to themselves, " Why, 
this is surely Love.'* Mr. Gerard had 
Thatched it, not displeased, for he had 
found the young man all that my heart 
had foretold that he would ; Mr. Clint had 
seen it, and won by the strong sense, as 
much as by the beauty of the gentle girl, 
forgot the revolutionary stock of which she 
came. This, thought he, is the wife for 
Marmaduke Heath ; tender, but yet deter- 
mined; dutiftil, but indisposed to submit 
to imauthorized dictation; as fearless as 
kind. In her, once wedded to this young 
man, so morbid, so sensitive, so yielding, 
Sir Massmgberd would find, if it should be 
necessary, not only a foe, resolute herself, 
but as firm as steel for him whom she had 
dowered with her love. What Marmaduke's 
nature wanted, hers would supply. The 
keen lawyer foresaw for that unhappy 
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family, whose interests lie and His had had 
in keeping so many scores of yestrs, a future 
such as had never been promised before. 
It was an admission painfiil to me enough 
at that time, but which I could not conceal 
from myself, that the real obstacle which 
prevented the open recognition of attach- 
ment between these two young people was 
Marmaduke himself. No girl more modest 
or less forward than Lucy Gerard ever 
breathed, but I knew — ah, how well I 
knew ! — that a word from him would have 
brought the love-light to her eyes, which 
now lay waiting but for it in the careful 
keeping of her maiden heart. But that 
word had not been spoken. Perfect love, 
Marmaduke did not yet feel, for he had not 
quite cast out fear. How can a man offer 
heart and hand to a woman whom he does 
not feel certain that he can protect ? It is 
for this reason that marriage among slaves 
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must for ever be a mockery. There was, 
of course, no danger to Lucy Gerard in her 
marrying with Marmaduke, although his 
imcle should storm " No" a thousand times; 
but the young man felt that he was un- 
worthy of her, while he entertained any 
terror of him. It was wearing away ; it 
was weakening day by day, through genial 
injluences, and the absence of all things 
which reminded him of Fairburn and its 
master, but it was not dead yet. If by 
these words, I lead any of my readers to 
suppose that Marmaduke Heath had the 
least resemblance to that thing which is 
called a Coward, I have done my friend a 
grievous wrong. Let me do away with the 
possibihty of this most mistaken notion, at 
once and for ever, by the recital of an event 
which, although it does not come within the 
scope of the present narrative, nearly con- 
cerns one of its most important characters. 



34 LOST SIB MASSIN06ERD. 

After the peace in 1815, there were more 
officers — English and French — killed in 
single combat in Paris than in any one of 
the most bloody battles of the late war. 
This desire to exterminate individual Eng- 
lishmen extended over the whole of France. 
A certain gentleman of my acquaintance, 
then a very young man, chanced to be 
passing through a town in Normandy, 
where an assemblage was collected outside 
the office of the mayor. This arose from 
the very uncommon circumstance that that 
functionary had been appealed to by a post- 
captain in the English navy to punish a 
bullying Frenchman, who had striven to 
fasten a quarrel upon him, although entirely 
unprovoked on his part. Now-a-days, the 
captain would have been held to have be- 
haved rightly enough, perhaps, but in those 
fire-eating times an honest man's life was 
at the mercy of every worthless ruffian who 
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chose to run an equal risk with him from 
powder and bullet. The decision, wonder- 
ful to relate, was -given by the mayor 
against his compatriot, and the crowd 
were correspondingly enraged. My friend, 
whose nationaUty was apparent, was hustled 
and iQ- treated, and one person, well-dressed, 
and evidently of good position, knocked his 
hat off, observing at the same time : " You 
will complain of me to the mayor for 
that.'' 

" Certainly not," returned the young 
EngKshman quietly, pickiQg his hat up, all 
broken and muddy, from the trampled 
ground: **I shall treat you very differ- 
ently.'' 

" You will fight, will you ? Come — I 
challenge you. Let us fight to-morrow 
momiQg," exclaimed the bully, who was, 
as it turned out, a notorious provincial 
duellist. 
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" Not to-morrow, but now," rejoined 
my friend ; " I have no time to wait here, 
for I must be in Paris on Tuesday." 

^^Then it will be in Pfere la Chaise," 
responded the other brutally. 

There was no difficulty in procuring 
seconds, which were even more plentiful 
in those parts than principals, and the 
whole party immediately left the town for 
a wood outside its suburbs. The choice of 
weapons of course lay with the Bnghshman. 

"Which do you prefer," asked the 
Frenchman who acted as his friend upon 
the occasion — " the pistol or the sword ?" 

" I have never jSred a pistol in my life," 
rephed the Englishman, " nor handled a 
sword." 

" Heavens 1" cried his second, "what 
a barbarous education, what a stupendous 
ignorance I You are as good as dead, I 
fear. I know not which to recommend 
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you. It is, however, at least sooner over 
with the pistol." 

" The pistol be it then," said the Eng- 
lishman coolly. " I elect that only one 
shall be loaded; and that we j&re within 
four paces of one another. We shall then 
have an equal chance." 

The duellist turned pale as the death 
that threatened him, but he did not ven- 
ture to make any objection. It was mani- 
fest no other proposal would have been i^air. 
The seconds went apart, and placed powder 
and baU in one weapon, powder only in 
the other. The combatants drew lots for 
choice. The Frenchman won. The pistols 
were lying on a log of wood ; he advanced 
towards them, took one up in his hand, 
and retired with it, then once more came 
back, and exchanged it for the other. He 
fancied that the weapon was lighter than it 
should have been if it had a ball within it. 
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My friend's second objected strongly to 
this course; lie called it even unfeir and 
shamefiilj lie protested that the pistol 
taken first ought to be retained. But the 
young Englishman, who was leaning care- 
lessly against a tree, exclaimed, " Let the 
gentleman have which he likes. Whether 
he is right or not will be decided in a few 
seconds.'' So the combatants were placed 
opposite to one another, and advanced to 
within four paces- They raised their wea- 
pons ; the word was given to fire, and the 
Frenchman fell, pierced through the heart. 
" His blood is upon his own head," ex- 
claimed the other solemnly. "He was 
brave enough to have been a better man." 
Then perceiving that his help could be of 
no avail to his late antagonist, he lifted his 
battered hat to the Frenchman that re- 
mained alive, and returning to his carriage, 
immediately resumed his journey. 
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It is not possible, without putting some 
very strained and unusual meaning on the 
word, to call the hero of such an adventure 
a coward ; yet the man who acted thus was 
Marmaduke Heath. 

The above relation is but a clumsy 
method of proving him courageous, I am 
well aware ; but I really know not other- 
wise how to make him appear so, slave, as 
it is seen he was, to terrors which must 
seem almost imaginary. It is said that no 
man, however fearless, quite gets over his 
awe of his schoolmaster. An exaggeration 
of this sentiment probably possessed this 
unfortunate young man; added to which 
was the fact that Sir Massingberd was his 
uncle, a family tie which was doubtless not 
without its influence, notwithstanding 
Marmaduke' s evil opinion of his own race. 
I suspect, too, he entertained a morbid 
notion that his own life and that of his 
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relative were somehow bound up together 
in one ; and on the few occasions when I 
ever saw him moved to wrath, a similarity 
— mental as well as physical — between him 
and his uncle became apparent, which 
actually inspired him with a sort of awe 
and hatred of himself. A noble mind more 
injured and misshapen by ill-training it 
was impossible to imagine. For the last 
few months, however, as I have said, it 
had been growing aright, and gaining 
strength and vigour. If o home — even Mr. 
Clint and my tutor felt that — could pos- 
sibly be better adapted for him than his 
present one ; the society of Mr. Gerard, a 
man independent almost to audacity, and 
despising the haughty and the strong with 
a supreme contempt, was the very tonic 
he needed. Rarely, however, was his 
uncle's name mentioned in his presence: 
at first, Mr. Gerard had purposely spoken 
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of Sir Massingberd lightly and jestingly, 
but it was found that the subject had 
better be altogether avoided. It is ill to 
jest upon earthquakes with one who, 
having but just recovered from certain 
shocks of a volcanic nature, is n.ot without 
apprehensions of more to come. This 
anticipation turned out to be but too well 
grounded. A day or two after my dis- 
covery of the baronet's poor gipsy- wife at 
Fairbum, whose existence was well known, 
I found, to both the rector and Mr. Chnt, 
and of course to Marmaduke himself, the 
postman carried misfortune from me to 
Harley Street, although I was myself as 
unconscious of the fact as he. Marmaduke 
did not come in to luncheon from his study, 
as usual, and Mr. Gerard was sent with a 
gay message to him by Lucy, to bid him 
do so. He was not wanted, he was to be 
assured, upon his own account at all, but 
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she was dying to liear news of Peter, 
whose handwriting she had perceived upon 
the letter that had been sent in to him that 
morning. Mr. Gerard fmmd the poor lad 
with his eyes riveted upon an autograph 
that was not mine, and upon words that I 
would rather have cut off my hand than 
knowingly have sent him : 

" Nephew Maemaduke, — I am told, 
whether Msely or not, it does not matter 
now, that you have not seen the letter 
which I previously sent to you* I think 
you can scarcely have done so, or you 
would not have dared to disobey my orders 
therein contained, but would have returned 
to Fairburn long ago. At all events, you 
will read this with your own eyes, and 
beware how you hesitate to comply with 
it. Betwrn Mthery sw^ at mice. It is idle 
to suppose that I wish you harm, as those 
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you are with would fain persuade you; but 
it is fer worse than idle tO' attempt to cross 
my will. Come back to Fairburn, aud I 
will bekarve towards you as though you 
had not acted in your late undutifiil 
manner. Delay to do so, and be sure that 
you will still have to return, but under 
very diflferent circumstances. Marmaduke 
Heath, you should know me well by this 
time. When I say * Come,' it is bad for 
the person to whom I speak to reply, ^ I 
will not come.' I give you twenty-four 
hour& to arrive here after the receipt of 
this letter ; when these have elapsed with- 
out my seeing you, I shall consider your 
absence to be equivalent to a contumacious 
refusal. Then war will begin between us ; 
and the strife will be unequal, IS'ephew 
Marmaduke; although you had fifty men 
at your back hke lawyer Chnt and this 
man Gerard, they could not keep you from 
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my arm. It will reacli you wheresoever 
you are, at the time you least suspect it, 
and from the quarter to which you have 
least looked. However well it may seem 
to be with you, it will not be well. When 
you think yourself safest, you will be most 
in danger. There is indeed but one place 
of safety for you ; come you home. 

^* Massingberd Heath." 

The wily baronet had fooled me, and 
doubtless, when I rose to light the taper, 
had substituted the above letter for that 
which he had persuaded me to enclose to 
his unhappy nephew. 



CHAPTER III. 

BEFOEE THE BLOW. 

As yet in ignorance of the miscliief which 
I had unwittingly done to my dearest 
friend, I could not but wonder why I 
received no news from Harley Street. I 
had confessed to Mr. Long what Sir 
Massingberd had persuaded me to do, and 
although he had thought me wrong to have 
acted without consulting him in the matter, 
he anticipated no evil consequences. He 
rather sought to laugh me out of my own 
forebodings and presentiments. Still there 
was this somewhat suspicious corrobora- 
tion of them, that the newborn courtesies 
of our formidable neighbour had suddenly 
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ceased, as though the end for which they 
had been used was abeady attained. The 
baronet's manner towards us was as surly 
as ever, and even a trifle more so, as if to 
recompense himself for his previous con- 
strained politeness. To myself, his 
manner was precisely that of a man who 
does not attempt to conceal his contempt 
for one whom he has duped. Since Mar- 
maduke's depaaiiure, there had gone forth ^ 
various decrees, injunctions, and what not, 
from the Court of Chancery, obtained 
doubtless through Mr. Clint, on behalf of 
the heir-presumptive, against certain 
practices of Sir Massingberd connected 
with the^^tate. Formerly he had done 
what he chose, not only with ** his own," 
but with what was not his own in the eye 
of the law. But Marmaduke's reversion- 
ary rights were now strictly protected. 
Not a tree in the park could fell beneath 
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the axe, but the noise thereof reached the* 
Chancellor's ears, and brought down 
reproof, and even treats, upon the in- 
censed baronet. His hesitation to institute 
proceedings for the recovery of his ward, 
had given confidence to his opponents; 
and Mr. Gerard was not one to suffer the 
least wrong to be committed* with im- 
punity ; it was out of his pocket that the 
e^enses came for the edicts necessary to 
enforce compliance, and I have heard him 
say that he never remembered to have 
spent any money with greater personal 
satisfaction* 

This "thinning the timber" (as Sir 
Massingberd euphoniously termed cutting 
down the most ornamental trees, in his 
excusatory despatches), having been put a 
stop to, the squire took to selling the 
family plate, A quantity of ancient silver, 
with the astonished Griffins upon it, was 
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transferred from the custody of Gilmore to 
that of certain transmuters of metal in 
town, and came back again to Fairbum 
Hall in the shape of gold pieces. But even 
the melting-pot was compelled to disclose 
its secrets ; and the squire received such a 
severe reprimand upon the text of heir- 
looms, as made him writhe with passion, 
and which put an end to any friendly con- 
nection that might have before existed 
between himself and John, Lord Eldon, at 
once and for ever. I think it must have 
heen immediately after the receipt of that 
very communication, that Sir Massingberd 
came over to the rectory upon the follow- 
ing errand. Mr. Long and myself were at 
our "Tacitus" in the study one evening, 
when the baronet was announced, and I 
rose to leave the room. " Stay where you 
are, young gentleman," said he roughly;: 
" what I have to say will, it is Hke enough, 
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soon be no secret to anybody. Mr. Long, 
I must tell you at once that money I must 
have. The way in which my property is 
meddled with by the lawyer in London, 
set on to do it by friends of yours, too, is 
beyond all bearing. I declare to you, that 
I — Sir Massingberd Heath, the nominal 
owner of twenty thousand acres, and of a 
rent-toll of half as many thousand pounds 
— have not five guineas in my pocket at 
this moment, nor do I know how to raise 
them. Now, am I a man, think you, to 
sit down with my hands before me, and 
submit to such a state of things as 
this?" 

"Really, Sir Massingberd, I cannot 
say," returned my tutor ; **I cannot see how 
I can help you in anyway.'* 

" Yes, you can help me, sir. You have 
influence with those persons — curse them ! 
— who have taken it in hand to do me these 
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injuries, wlio hme interfered between nncla- 
aaid^ephjew, between guardian and ward. 
Now, I have made np my mind what I will 
do, and I am eome here to let you know it. 
You pretend to entertain some regard to- 
wards your late pupil, Marmaduke." 

" The regard is genuine. Sir Massing- 
berd, I wish others entertained the like, 
who are more nearly connected with him 
than by the bond of pupil and tutor^'' 

" Pray put me out of the question,'' re- 
turned the baronet coolly. " What I have 
to say concerns others, not myself. You 
like this lad, and wish him well ; you hope 
for him an unclouded future ; you trust that 
the character of the family will be redeemed 
in his virtuous hands, and that the remem- 
brance of what it has been will not cleave to 
hirriy but will gradually die out," 

^That is my earnest desire," replied 
Mr. Long, gravely. 
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^^ I am glad to liear it," contiimed the 
other; "and I suppose Mr» CUnt cherishes 
aoizLe BJaxdlar notion ; and this man Gerard 
— ^this rebel, this hypocrite '* 

" Sir Massingberd Heath,'* said I, inter- 
rupting him, "you have bidden me stay 
here ; but I shall not remain to listen to 
slanders against Mr, Harvey Gerard ; he is 
no hypocrite, but a very honest and kind- 
hearted man." 

" He has hoodwinked this young wise- 
acre abeady, you see," pursued the baronet. 
" His object is evidently to secure the heir 
of Fairbum for his daughter ; I have not 
the least doubt the jade is making play with 
the poor molly-coddle as fast as " 

Mr. Long and myself both rose before 
the speaker could finish the sentence. My 
totor checked with his finger the wrathftil 
w<»*ds that were at my Kps, and observed 
with energy:: " Sir Massingberd, be silent I 
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Under my roof, you shall not traduce that 
virtuous and excellent young girl/' 

I never saw Mr. Long so excited; I 
never admired him so much. The baronet 
paused, as though hesitating whether it was 
worth while to indulge himself in uttering 
insults ; I am thankful to say he decided 
that it was not. It would have been pollu- 
tion to Lucy Gerard's name to have heard 
it spoken by such lips. 

"Well, well," returned he, "I have 
nothing to say against the young woman. 
It is probable, however, you will allow, that 
some attachment may arise between herself 
and my nephew. You grant that, do you ? 
Ah, I thought so. In that case, Mr. Gerard - 
would prefer the husband of his daughter 
to be free from all stain. Good ! There 
are three persons then, at least, aU inter- 
ested in my nephew's good name. Now, 
listen : you know something, parson, of the 
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mode of life pursued by the Heaths from 
generation to generation ; you know some- 
thing of the deeds that have been committed 
at Fairburn Hall. What is known, how- 
ever, is honourable and harmless compared 
to what is not known ; the vices which you 
have shuddered at are mere follies — the 
offspring of idleness and high spirits — com- 
pared to those of which you have yet to 
hear." 

It is impossible to imagine a more re- 
pulsive spectacle than this man presented, 
exulting not only in his own wickedness, 
but in that of his forefathers. He took 
from his pocket a huge manuscript, and thus 
proceeded : — " The records of the House of 
Heath are red with blood, and black with 
crime. I hold them in my hand here, and 
they are very pretty reading. Now, look 
you, I will leave them here for your perusal, 
parson — they have at least this attraction 
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about tibiem, they are thie — and when you 
have made yourself master of the eontente, 
perhaps you can recommend to me a pubv 
lisher." 

" k it possihde," cried my tutor, "that 
you can do this dreadfdl wrong at once to 
ancestors and descendant ? Have jau no 
mercy even for kith and kin ? Do you dare 
to defy God and Man alike ?" 

" I dare publish that pamphlet, unless 
I have money," quoth Sir Massingberd 
scomfdlly, " and that is the sole question 
with which we need now concern ourselves. 
Apretty welcome young Sir Marmaduke will 
meet with when he comes into the country 
among all who know his family history. 
As for me, my character is one which is not 
likely to suffer finom any disclosure.'* 

"Are all the murders done and at- 
tempted set down here, Sir Massingberd ?" 
inquired my tutor, taking up the pamphlet 
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" The catalogue of crime is truly jGrightM ; 
but you do not seem to have brouglit 
tbe narrative down to the most recent 
dates." 

^*The most recent dates?'* reiterated 
the baronet mechanically. 

" Yes, sir," responded my tutor, " the 
history is evidently incomplete. If it should 
come out in its present form, it would need 
an appendix. I would scarcely recommend 
you to run the risk of another person pub- 
lishing a contiQuation. You had better 
take it home, and reconsider the matter." 

The baronet affected to receive this 
advice in earnest, and retired, foiled and 
fimous.* Ha never more set foot in the 
Eectory, save twice ; once when he called 

• Years afterwards I became possessed of the pam- 
phlet in question, which, having glanced at, I very care- 
fnlly committed to the flames. I do not doubt, however, 
that Sir Massingberd would, have carried his threat into 
jBxecution, had not Mr. Long's menace shaken his purpose. 
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upon me, and persuaded me to forward tliat 
hateful letter to Marmaduke, and again 
upon the occasion I am about to describe. 
The errand he then came upon was of small 
consequence, but the circumstance I shall 
never forget. After-events have made it 
one of the most memorable in my life, for 
it was the last time, save one, that I ever 
beheld Massingberd Heath. Little did I 
think what a mystery was then impending 
— so frightftd, so unexampled, that it now 
seems almost strange that it did not visibly 
overshadow that giant form, that ruthless 
face. If we could thus read the future of 
others, how fearfiil would be many a meet- 
ing which is now so conventional and com- 
monplace ! It is true that we should always 
part, both from friends and from enemies, 
in some sort as though we were parting 
with them for the last time ; but how dif- 
ferent a leave-taking would it be, if we were 
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indeed assured that they and we would meet 
no more upon this side the grave ! How 
I should have devoured that man with mine 
eyes, had I known that they would not 
again behold him — save one awftd Once — 
before we should both stand together 
in the presence of God! What terrors, 
what anxieties, what enigmas were about 
to be l)rought to us and to others by the 
morrow's sun ! Yet, g^t the time, with 
what little things we occupied ourselves I 
It was in the morning that Sir Massingberd 
paid his visit — a morning of early Novem- 
ber, when the first sharp frost had just set 
in. He came about money matters, as 
usual. We were surprised to see him, be- 
cause, as I have said, he had relapsed into 
his accustomed stern unsociable habits, and 
had seemed to have given up all attempts 
to gain any furtherance of his plans from 
Mr. Long. He had called he said, about a 
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matter tliat affected tlie parson Idmself, or 
he would not liave troubled him. Certain 
Methodists had offered him twenty pounds 
a year as the ground-rent of a chapel to be 
built upon the outskirts of the Park, and 
within view of the Kectory windows. For 
his part, he hated the Methodists ; and had 
no sort of wish to offend Mr. Long by 
granting their prayer. Still, being griev- 
ously in want of money, he had come to 
say that if Mr. Clint could not be induced 
to give him some pecuniary help, the 
chapel must be built. 

My tutor, who had a very orthodox 
abhorrence of aU dissent, and especially 
when it threatened his own parish, was 
exceedingly disturbed by this intelligence. 

" What 1" cried he ; " you preach to 
your nephew doctrines of Conservatism, 
Sir Massingberd, and yet are induced for a 
wretched bribe to let a nest of sectaries 
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be built in the very avenue of your 
Parkr 

" It is terrible indeed," quoth the 
baronet drily ; " but they might set it up 
opposite my jfront door for an extra five- 
pound note. I announce their offer solely 
on your account. They call on me to- 
morrow for my final decision, and I cannot 
afford to say, * No.' Now, you can do what 
you please with Mr. Clint, and may surely 
represent to him that this is a case where 
twenty pounds may be well expended. The 
matter will thus be staved off for a year at 
least ; and next year, you know, I may be 
in better circumstances — or dead, which 
many persons would greatly prefer." 

" Certainly," returned my tutor gravely, 
" I will do my best with Mr. CUnt ; but ip 
the meantime^ rather than let this chapel 
be built, I wiU advance the money you 
laaentum at my o.w^risk. I happen to hav$ . 
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a considerable sum in the house at present, 
which I intended to lodge with the bank at 
Crittenden to-morrow. So you shall have 
the notes at once." 

"That is very fortunate," said the 
baronet, coolly; and Mr. Long counted 
them out into his hand — twenty flimsey, 
but not yet ragged, one-pound notes, for 
the imitation of the like of which half-a- 
dozen men were at that time often strung 
up in front of the Old Bailey together. 
From 82961 to 82980 the numbers ran, 
which — albeit I am no great hand at recol- 
lecting such things — I shall remember, from 
what followed, as long as I live. I can see 
the grim Squire now, as he rolls them 
tightly up, and places them in that huge, 
lapelled waistcoat-pocket; as he slaps it 
with his mighty hand, as though he would 
defy the world to take them from him, how- 
ever unlawftdly acquired ; as he leaves the 



BEFORE THE BLOW. 61 

room with an insolent nod, and clangs 
across the iron road with his nailed shoes. 

I watch him through the Kectoiy win- 
dow, as, ere he puts the key in his garden- 
door, he casts a chance look-up at the sky. 
He looks to see what will happen on the 
morrow. Does he read nothing save Con- 
tinuance of Fine and Frosty Weather ? 
Nothing. All is blue and clear as steel ; 
not a cloud to be seen the size of a man's 
hand from north to south, from east to 
west. There is no warning to be read in 
the cold and smiling heaven ; no " Mene, 
mene^^ for this worse than Belshazzar on 
its broad cerulean wall 1 



CHAPTER IV. 

LOST. 

The morning subsequent to Sir Massing- 
berd*s visit to the Rectory was bright, but 
intensely cold. I was very particular 
about my shaving in those days, and 
would not have dispensed with that manly 
exercise upon any account ; but I remem- 
ber that the frost made it a difficult pro- 
cess. In the course of thp ceremony, Mrs. 
Myrtle, who was a very privileged person, 
knocked softly' at my door. A visit from 
her at such a time was unusual, but not 
unprecedented. I said, "Pray, come in." 
My attire was tolerably complete, and per- 
haps I was not indisposed to let people 
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know whsA tremendous difficultfos were 
entailed lapon a gentlenmn by ^e posses- 
sion of an obstinate beard* I was not pre- 
pared for her closing the door behind her, 
sinking into the nearest chair, and fanning 
herself, as though it had been midsummer, 
with her outspread fingers, I looked at 
her with a face all soap-suds and astonish- 
ment. 

"My dear Mrs, Myrtle, what is the 
matter ?" 

"Oh, don't ask me, Master Peter," 
cried she, although she had come for no 
other purpose than to be cross-questioned. 
" Oh, pray, don't, for it's more nor I can 
bear. Dearey me, if I ain't all of a 
twitter!" 

" Nothing the matter with your master,' ' 
said I, " surely ? I saw him out of the 
window a Httle while ago on the lawn, taUc- 
ing to one of tiie under-keepers of the Hall." 
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"I dare say you did, ^ir," quoth Mrs. 
Myrtle, with one of those aggravated 
shudders which are generally produced by 
the anticipation of senna and salts. " No, 
master's all well, thank Heaven." 

"No bad news from Harley Street ?'* 
exclaimed I, laying down my razor in a 

tremor. " I trust Miss I mean that 

Mr. Marmaduke is as he should be.'^ 

" For all that I know to the contrary, 
he is, sir," returned the housekeeper; 
" and likewise all friends J^ Mrs. Myrtle 
laid such an accent upon " friends " that 
my mind naturally rushed to the opposite. 

" You don't mean to say," said I, " that 
anything has happened to Sir Massing- 
berd?" 

Mrs. Myrtle had no voice to speak, but 
she nodded a number of times in compen- 
sation. 

" Is he Dead ?" asked I, very solemnly, 
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for it was terrible to think of sudden 
death in connection with that abandoned 
man. 

"Wus than dead, sir," returned the 
housekeeper ; " many times wus than dead ; 
Heaven forgive me for saying so. Sir 
Massingberd is Lost." 

" Lost !" repeated I ; " how ? where ?" 
" There is only One knows that, Master 
Peter ; but the Squire is not at the Hall, 
that's certain ; he never returned there last 
night, after he had gone his rounds in the 
preserves. He spoke with Bradford and 
two more of the keepers, and bade them 
keep a good look-out as usual ; but he did 
not come to the watchers in the Home Plan- 
tation. He never got so near the house as 
that; nobody saw him since midnight. 
Gilmore put out his cigars and spirits as 
usual for him in his room ; but they are 
untouched. The front-door was not fas- 
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tened on the iiudde ; Sir Massingbei^ never 
camein.^ 

Here I heard Mr. Long calling upon the 
stairs in a voice very different from his cus- 
tomary cheerful tones, for Mrs. Myrde. 

" Mercy me, I wonder whether there's 
anything new !" cried she, riusing with great 
alacrity. **As soon as I knows it, you 
shall know it, Master Peter ;" with which 
generous promise she hurried from the 
room. 

After this intelligence, shaving became 
an impossibility, and I hurried down as 
soon as I could into the breakfast-room. 
My tutor was standing at the window veiy 
thoughtful, and though he greeted me with 
his usual hilarity, it struck me that it was 
a Uttle forced. 

"Why, you are early this morning, 
Peter ; and how profusely you have illus- 
trated yourself with cuts ; it is sad to see 
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one so young with such a shaky hand. One 
would think you were one of the five*- 
bottle-men, like Sir— like Lord Stowdl." 

He had been about to say " Sir Mas- 
singberd/' I knew, and woxdd on ordinary 
occasions not have hesitated to do so. 

" De perditis nil nisi bonum ?" quoth I 
inquiringly. 

" Oh, so you have heard of this nine 
hours' wonder, have you?" returned my 
tutor. " Because our neighbour has chosen 
to leave home for a little, on some private 
business best known to himself, everybody 
will have it that he is Lost." 

*^ But it does seem very extraordinary 
too," said I, " does it not ? He has never 
done so before, has he ?" 

"Not in all the years he has 
lived in Fairbum," returned my tutor 
musingly. 

" And he made no preparations, I eup- 
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pose, for departure, did he? Took no 
clothes with him ?" 

*^ Nothing, nothing,' ' interrupted Mr. 
Long, pacing the room to and fro, with his 
hand to his forehead. " But he had money, 
you know ; he was eager to get that money 
yesterday." 

" Then he would probably have hired a 
vehicle," urged I ; " Sir Massingberd is 
not the man to use his own legs, beyond 
the limit, that is, of his own lands. You 
have heard him say that he would never be 
seen on the road without four horses." 

Mr. Long continued his walk without 
reply, but I thought I perceived that he 
was not UQwiUing to have the subject dis- 
cussed. He seemed to be eager to take as 
hght a view of the matter g,s possible, al- 
though like one who contends against his 
own more sombre convictions. I, on the 
contrary, had that leaning towards the 
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gloomy and mysterious not uncommon with 
young persons, and both imagined the 
worst, and endeavoured to picture it. 

" He went out after the poachers did 
he not ?" said I. 

**Yes, as usual," replied my tutor; 
"he has done it before, scores of times." 

"The pitcher goes often to the weU, 
but is broken at last," returned I. "I 
should not be surprised if the wretched 
man has been murdered by some of those 
against whom he waged such unceasing 
war." 

" Then if so, he must have been shot, 
Peter," returned the rector hastily: 
" without firearms, it would have been hard 
to dispose of the gigantic baronet, armed 
as he doubtless was with his life-preserver. 
Now no gun has been heard to go off by 
any one, although it was thought that Sir 
Massingberd expected some raid to be made 
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last night, by the gipsies or others ; at all 
events, he seemed more alert than usual, 
Oliver teUs me.'* 

The gipsies I My heart sank within 
me, as I thought of Kachel Liversedge 
consumed with the wrongs of her " little 
sister;*' and of the young man, relative of 
that unhappy Carew whose life had been 
sworn away through the Squire's machina- 
tions, I had seen nothing of them since 
my memorable interview, but it was like 
enough that the tribe were yet in the 
neighbourhood. True, they had waited so 
long for vengeance, that it was not probable 
they should have set about it at this time; 
but if Sir Massingberd had really come 
across them alone, while they were com- 
mitting a depredation, violence might 
easily enough have ensued; and if vio- 
lence, murder. I was very glad that Mrs. 
Myrtle came in at this juncture with the 
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eggs aad buttered toast, aootd concealed my 
embarrassment. 

"No news, sir," said she lugnbriously, 
as she placed the delicacies upon the table. 
" The last words were, * Nothing has been 
heard of him.' " The housekeeper had 
established a system of communication by 
help af her kitchen-maid and the stable- 
lad at the Hall, whereby she received bul- 
letins, every quarter of an hour or so, with 
respect to Sir Massingberd's mysterious 
disappearance. 

"Well, no news is good news, you 
know," responded Mr. Long gaily. " We 
should always look upon the bright side of 
things, Mrs. Myrtle." 

" Yes, sir ; but when a thing ain't got a 
bright side," remarked the housekeeper, 
shaking her head. "Why, it's dreadful 
now he's Lost ; and it would be dreadftd 
even if, after all, he was al " 
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" Hush, hush, Mrs. Myrtle ; you don't 
know but you may be speaking of a poor 
soul that is gone to his account. Sir 
Massingberd is doubtless a bad man ; but 
let us not call it dreadful if he should be 
permitted to return among us, and have 
some time yet, it may be, to repent in." 

" Then you think he's dead and gone, 
do you, sir ? WeU, that's what I think, 
and that's what Patty thinks too, and she's 
a very reasonable girl. * Them ravens,' 
says she to me, * didn't come to that 
church-tower for nothing ;' and though, of 
course, I told her to hold her tongue, and 
not talk folly like that, there was a good 
deal in what she said. Why, we have not 
had ravens here since Sir Wentworth came 
to his awful end in London ; there was a 
mystery about that too, wasn't there, sir ? 
Lawk-a-mercy ! Mr. Meredith, you gave 
me quite a turn." 
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I had only said "Look there 1" and 
pointed to the window, through which Gil- 
more and the head-keeper were seen ap- 
proaching the Eectory, and engaged in close 
conversation. 

" I'll go with Patty, and let them in," 
quoth Mrs. Myrtle, unconsciously betray- 
ing that she was unequal to opening the 
door alone, in such an emergency. It is 
probable that, when it was. opened, the in- 
comers and she had a great deal to talk 
about, for they were not ushered into the 
breakfast-room for many minutes, and 
after the very moderate meal which suflficed 
us both upon the occasion had long been 
finished. The butler and OHver Bradford 
were by no means good friends, and it 
must have been something portentous in- 
deed which brought them to the Eectory 
together. It was, in fact, their very rivaby 
which had produced the double visit. 

VOL. IT. 7 
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Each conceived himself to be the superior 
minister of the absent potentate, and called 
upon, by that position, to act in his mas- 
ter's behalf, and give notice to neighbour- 
ing powers, such as the parson, of the 
event that had paralyzed affairs at the Hall. 
It seemed only natural (as he himself sub- 
sequently expressed it) to OUver Bradford, 
who had been servant, man and boy, to the 
Heath family for nearly sixty years, that he 
should be the spokesman on an occaskm 
such as this, and sleeking his scanty white 
hairs over his forehead with the palm of 
his hand, and passing the back of it across 
his mouth, he commenced as follows : — 

" Muster Long, I make bold to come 
over here, having been upon the pro- 
perty going on for three-score years and 
ten '' 

" As out-door servant," interrupted Mr. 
Gilmore, severely ; ** but not as confidential 
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in anyway. Mr. Long, this old man here 
insisted upon accompanying me in the per- 
formance of my duty, and I have humoured 
him.'* 

"YouVe what?" cried the ancient 
keeper; "youVe humoured me, you oilj'' 
knave, have you? No, no, you never did 
that to Oliver Bradford. It wasn't worth 
your while. I come here about my master's 
business as a matter of right. Are a few 
years of truckUng, and helping the devil's 
hand, and feathering your own nest pretty 
comfortably, to be weighed against a life- 
time of honest service? Let Mr. Long 
here decide." 

"Look here, men," quoth my tutor, "it 
is no use quarrelling about precedence. 
You are both in the same service, and owe 
the same duty to your master. I know 
what has happened in a general way, and 
require no long story from either of you. 
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But you have doubtless each of you some 
information concerning this matter peculiar 
to your own positions, and I will ask you 
to communicate it in time. Twelve hours 
have not elapsed since your master's disap- 
pearance, a very short time surely to set it 
down so decidedly to some fatal accident." 

" He was as regular in his roimds as 
clockwork," interposed the old keeper, 
shaking his head; "he would never have 
leffc the Home Spinney unvisited last night, 
if life had been in him." 

" And if he had meant to leave Fair- 
burn of his own head," added the butler, 
" he would have come back for his brandy 
before he started ; for all his hearty look. 
Sir Massingberd could not get on long 
without that ; and he would not have taken 
Grimjaw out with him neither." 

" Oh, the dog was with him, was it ?" 
said my tutor, musing. 
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"It was not in the house, sir," repKed 
Gilmore, " after Sir Massingberd had left. 
I went to make the fire in his sitting-room, 
and I noticed that the creature was neither 
on the hearthrug, nor under the sofa, as is 
usually the case. I don't kaow when I have 
known the dog go out with him o' nights 
before. When I went to open the front 
door as usual this morning, there was 
Grimjaw, nigh frozen to death.'* 

" Your master had made no sort of pre- 
paration, so far as you know, for his own 
departure anywhere ?" 

" None whatever. I set out his cigars 
for him, and I noticed that he had only put 
two in his case, a sure sign that he meant 
to return soon. He had no greatcoat, 
although it was bitter cold." 

" Was he armed in any way ?" 

** No, sir ; that is to say, he had his life- 
preserver, of course, but no gun or pistol." 
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"Had lie any sum of money, or 
valuables of any kind about him, Gil- 
mora ?" 

"I don't think that is at all likely,** 
replied the butler, grinning. " We haven*t 
seen money at the Hall this many a day. 
As for valuables, Sir Massingberd had his 
big gold chain on, with a silver watch at the 
end of it, borrowed from me years ago, and 
my property/' 

It was remarkable how this ordinarily 
cautious and discreet person was changed 
in manner, as though he was well assured 
that he would never more have a master 
over him. Both Mr. Long and myself 
observed this. 

" What time was your master usually 
accustomed to return home from his rounds 
in the preserves ?" 

" I did not sit up for him in general," 
returned Gilmore; "but when I have 
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chanced to be awake^ and to hear him come 
in, it was ne7er later than three o'clock. 
His ordinary time was about half-past 
twelve, but it depended on what time he 
started. He left the HaU last night at about 
tefriy and should, therefore, hare returned a 
littie after midnight. I never set eyes on 
him since nine o'clock, when he was in his 
own sitting-room reading." 

" And when did you see him last. Brad** 
fordP' 

*'When did I see Sir Massingberd 
Heath ?" replied the. old keeper, who had 
been chafing with impatience through his 
rival's evidence — "well, I see'd him last nine 
hours ago, at nearly twelve o'clock at night. 
I was on watch in the Old Plantation, and 
he came upon me sudden, as usual, with his 
long quick stride." 

"Was there anything at all irregular 
about, his manner or appearance ; anything 
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in the least degree diflTerent from what you 
always saw upon these occasions ?" 

*' Nothing, whatever, sir. Look you, 
I knew my master well." [He had already 
begun to talk of him in the past tense I] 
" I could tell at a glance when he was put 
out more than usual, or when he had any- 
thing out of ordinary in hand; he never 
swore, saving your reverence's presence, 
what you may caHll freely then. He might 
have knocked one down, likely enough, if 
you gave him the least cross, but he was 
not flush of his oaths. Now I never heard 
him in a better fettle in that respect than 
he was last night. He cussed the lad Jem 
Meyrick, who had come up to me away 
from Davit's Copse for a light to his pipe ; 
and he cussed me too, for giving it him, up 
hill and down dale, and in particular he 
cussed Grimjaw for being so old and slow 
that he couldn't keep up with him. Sir 
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Massingberd never waited for him, of 
course ; but after he'd been with us a few 
minutes, the old dog came up puflGbi' and 
wheezin' ; and when the Squire left us, it 
followed him as well as it could, but with 
the distance getting greater between them 
at every step. I watched them, for the 
moon made it almost as light as day, going 
straight for the Wolsey Oak, which was the 
direct way for the Home Spinney ; and that 
was where Sir Massingberd meant to go 
last night, although he never got there, or 
leastways the watcher never saw him. 

"Have you any reason to beheve, 
keeper, that there were poachers in any 
part of the preserves last night ?" 

"No, sir,'' repUed Oliver, positively. 
" On the contrary, I knows there wasn't, 
although Sir Massingberd was as suspicious 
of them as usual, or more so. Why, with 
Jack Larrup and Dick Swivel both in jail, 
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and all the Larchers sent out of the parish^ 
and Squat and Burchall at sea, where was 
they to come from ?'' 

" Sir Massingberd must have had many 
enemies ?" mused my tutor. 

" Ay, indeed, sir,'* repHed old Ohver, 
pursing his Hps ; " he held his own with 
the strong hand; so strong, however, as 
no man would contend against him. K 
Sir Massingberd has been kiUed, Mr Long, 
it was not in fair fight ; he was too much 
feared for that." 

"There has been a gang of gipsies 
about the. place this long time, has there 
not ?" quoth my tutor. 

"There has, sir; but don't you think 
of gipsies and this here matter of Sir Mas- 
singberd as having anything to do with 
one another. They're JfiBeble, feckless 
bodies at the best. They ain't even good 
poachers, although my master always bid 
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US beware of them. They* would no more 
have ventured to meddle with the squire, 
than a flock of hnnets would attack a 
hawk, that's certain." 

My tutor had been setting down on 
paper brief notes of his conversation with 
these two men ; but he now put the writ- 
ing away from him, and inquired what 
steps, in their judgment, ought to be taken 
in the matter, and when. 

•' You know your master better than I. 
K he chanced to come back this afternoon, 
or to-morrow, or next day, from any ex- 
pedition he may have chosen to undertake, 
would he not be much annoyed at any 
hue and cry having been made after 
himr 

" That he jiist would," observed the 
keeper with emphasis. 

"I would not have been the man to 
make the fuss," remarked the butler, sar« 
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donically, " for more money than he has 
paid me these ten years." 

" In a word," observed my tutor, " you 
are both come here to shift the responsi- 
bility of a pubhc search from your own 
shoulders to mine. Very good. I accept 
it. Let sufl&cient hands be procured at 
once, Bradford, to search the Chase and 
grounds, and drag the waters. And you, 
Gilmore, must accompany me, while I set 
seals on such rooms as may seem necessary 
up at the Hall." 

The butler was for moving away on the 
instant with a " Fery well, sir," but Mr. Long 
added, "Please to wait in Mrs. Myrtle's 
parlour for me. We must go together." 

"I don't like the look of that man 
Gilmore at all, sir," observed I, when the 
two had left the room. 

" No, nor I, Peter," returned my tutor, 
sententiously, as he set about collecting 
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tapes and sealing-wax ; " I am afiraid ho is 
a rogue in grain." 

Now, that was not by any means, or 
rather was very far short of, what I meant 
to imply ; what I had had almost upon my 
burning lips was, " Don't you think he has 
murdered Sir Massingberd ?" But the 
moment had gone by for putting the ques- 
tion, even if Mr. Long had not begun to 
whistle — a sure sign with him that he did 
not wish to speak upon the matter any 
further, just at present. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE STONE GAUDEN. 

When Mr. Long took his departure with 
Gihnore, he did not ask me to accompany 
him, and assist in an undertaking Trhich 
was Hkely to be somewhat laborious. Per- 
haps he wished if the baronet did chance to 
return in a fury, that he alone should bear 
the brunt of it. Perhaps he thought there 
might be things at the Hall I had better 
not see, or perhaps he 's\dshed to observe 
the butler's behaviour at leisure. I think, 
however, he could scarcely have expected 
me to stay at home with my books, while 
such doings as he had directed were on the 
point of taking place. Euripides was doubt- 
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less in his day a sensation dramatist, bcrt 
the atrocities of Medea could not encham 
me, with so much dreadful myirtery afoot 
in my immediate neighbourhood. Her 
departure through the air in a chariot 
drawn by winged dragons, was indeed a 
striking circumstance ; but how much more 
wonderfol was the disappearance of Sir 
Massingberd, who had depaorted no man 
knew how 1 

The news had spread like wildfire 
through the village. Numbers of coimtry 
folk were hanging about the great gates 
of the avenue, drinking in the impromptu 
information of the lodge-keeper ; but they 
did not venture to ent^ upon the forbidden 
ground. The universal belief among them 
was, I found, that their puissant lord would 
soon reveal himself. Doubting Castle, it 
was true, was for the present without its 
master ; but it was too much to expect that 
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he would not return to it. The whole 
community resembled prisoners in that 
fortress, who, although temporarily relieved 
of the tyrant's presence, had Uttle hope but 
that he was only gone forth upon a ramble, 
and would presently return with renewed 
zest for human flesh. The general conster- 
nation, however, was extreme, and such as 
would probably not have been excited by 
the sudden and unexplained removal of a 
far better man. The rumour had already 
got abroad that there was to be an imme- 
diate search in the park, and that Oliver 
Bradford had been empowered to select such 
persons as he thought fit to assist in the 
same. There were innumerable volunteers 
for this undertaking, principally on account 
of the excessive attraction of the work itself, 
which promised some ghastly revelation; 
and secondarily, for the mere sake of getting 
into Fairburn Chase at all — a demesne as 



. THE STONE GARDEN. 89 

totally unknown to the majority of those 
present as the Libyan Desert. The elders 
indeed remembered the time when a pubUc 
footpath ran right through the Chase, 
" close by the Heronry, and away under 
the Wolsey Oak, and so through Davit's 
Copse, into the high road to Crittenden," 
said one, " whereby a mile and a half was 
wont to be saved." " Ay, or two mile," 
quoth another ; " and Lawyer Moth always 
said as though the path was ours by right, 
until Sir Massingberd got his son made a 
king's clerk in London, which shut his 
mouth up and the path at the same time." 

« Ay," said a third, mysteriously, " and 
it ain't too late to try the matter again, in 
case the property has got into other hands. ^^ 

This remark brought back at once the 

immediate cause of their assembhng to- 

, gether, and I began to be made the victim 

of cross-examination. To avoid being 

VOL. II. G 
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compelled to give my own opinion (wMcIl 

I had ali^ady begun to think a slander) 

upon the matter in hand, I took my leave 

as quietly as could be, and escaped, whither 

they dared not follow me, through the 

griffin-guarded gates. All within was, as 

usual, silent and deserted. A few leaves 

were still left to flutter down in eddies firom 

the trees, or hop and rustle on the firosty 

ground, but their scarcity looked more 

mournful than utter bareness would have 

done. It was now the saddest time of all 

the year ; the bleak east wind went wailing 

overhead; and underneath, the soil was 

black with frost. Instead of pursuing the 

avenue to the frontdoor of the Hall, where, 

as it seemed, I was not wanted, I took a 

foot-track to the left, which I knew led to 

that bowling-green whither I had been 

previously invited by Sir Massingberd, 

although I had not taken advantage of his 



rare cotirtesy. If lie did now appear, no 
matter in what state of mental irritation, 
lie could scarcely quarrel with me for doing 
the very thing he had asked me to do. 
Had I known, however, the character of 
the place in which I found myself, I should 
have reserved my visit for a less eerie and 
mysterious occasion. 

The time of year, it is true, had no un- 
favourable influence upon the scene that 
presented itself, for all was clothed in gar- 
ments of thickest green. Vast walls of 
yew shut in on every side a lawn of perfect 
smoothness; everything proclaimed itself 
to belong to that portion of the Hall pro- 
perty which was "kept up" by subsidy 
firom without. The quaint oak-seats, 
though old, were in good repair ; the yew 
hedges clipped to a marvel. Still nothing 
could exceed the sombre and funereal aspect 
of the spot. It seemed impossible that such 
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a sober game as bowls could ever liave 
been played there, or jest and laughter 
broken that awful stillness. The southern 
yew-screen was in a crescent form, at the 
ends of which were openings unseen from 
within the enclosed space. Passing through 
one of these, I came upon what was called 
the Stone Garden. It took its name from 
four stone terraces, from the highest of 
which I knew that there must be a very 
extensive view. This space was likewise 
covered with yew trees, clipped and cut in 
every conceivable form, after the vile taste 
of the seventeenth century. There was 
something weird in the aspect of those 
towering Kings and Queens — easily recog- 
nizable, however, for what they were in- 
tended — and of those maids of honour, with 
their gigantic ruffs and farthingales. One 
was almost tempted to imagine that they 
had been human once, and been turned into 
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yew trees for their sins. Tlie whole area 
was black with them ; and a sense of posi- 
tive oppression, notwithstanding the eager 
air which caught me sharply whenever I 
lost the shelter of one of these ungainly 
forms, led me on to the top terrace, where 
one could breathe freely, and have some- 
thing else than yews to look upon. 

Truly, from thence the scene was wide 
and fair. I stood at that extremity of the 
pleasure-grounds most remote from the 
Hall, and with my back to it. Before me 
lay a solitary tracb of wooded park, thickly 
interspersed with planted knolls and cop- 
pices. Immediately beneath me was the 
thicket called the Home Spinney, the 
favourite haunt of hare and pheasant, and 
the spot in all the Chase most cherished 
by Sir Massingberd. He would have re- 
sented a burglary, I do believe, with less of 
ftiry than any trespass upon that sacred 
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ground. Beyond the Spinney, and fitaaid- 
ing by itself, far removed from any other 
tree, was the famous Wolsey Oak. Why 
called so, I have not the least idea, for it 
had the reputation of being a vast deal 
older than the days of the famous CardinaL 
Many a summer had it seen — 

" When the monk was fSat, 

And issning shorn and sleek, 
Would twist his girdle tight, and pat 

The girls upon the cheek ; 
Ere yet, in scorn of Peter's Pence, 

And nmnbered bead and shrift. 
Bluff Harry broke into the spencei, 

And turned the cowls adrift." 

Yet still was it said to be as whole and 
sound as a bell. It was calculated to 
measure over fourteen yards in circumfer- 
ence, and that for many feet from its 
base ; while its height, although it had lost 
some of its upper branches, still far ex- 
ceeded that of any other of its compeers. 
Beyond this tree, but at another great 
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inteiral, was the irood kncmn as the Old 
Plantation, where Oliver Bradford had last 
seen his master alive. I was looking down, 
then, upon the very route which Sir Massing- 
berd had been seen to commence, but which 
he had never ended. It was to the Home 
Spinney he had been apparently bound, 
wh^ something — none knew what — had 
changed his purpose. He would probably 
have passed through it, and come up by 
that winding path yonder to the spot 
where I now stood ; it was the nearest 
way home for him. Perhaps he had done so, 
although it was unHkely, since the watcher 
had not seen him. Perhaps those very 
yews behind me had concealed his mur- 
derers. Shut in by those unechoing walls 
of living green, no cry for aid would have 
been heard, even if Sir Massingberd had 
been the man to call for it ; he would most 
certainly have never asked for mercy. But 
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hark I what was that sound that froze the 
current of my blood, and set my heart 
beating and fluttering like the wings of a 
prisoned bird against its cage ? Was it a 
strangled cry for " Help !" repeated once, 
twice, thrice, or was it the wintry wind 
clanging and grinding the naked branches 
of the Spinney ? A voice had terrified me 
in Fairburn Chase once before, which had 
turned out to be no mere fancy ; but there 
was this horror about the present sound, 
that I seemed to dimly recognize it. It 
was the voice of Sir Massingberd Heath, 
with an awful change in it, as if a power- 
ful hand were tightening upon his throat. 
It seemed, as I have said, to come from 
the direction of the copse beneath, and yet 
I determined to descend into it, rather 
than thread again the mazes of those 
melancholy yews. The idea of my assist- 
ance being really required never entered 
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into inj thoughts ; what I wanted was to 
escape from this solitude, peopled only 
with unearthly cries, and regain the com- 
panionship of my fellow-creatures. How I 
regretted having left the society of those 
honest folk outside the gates I To remain 
where I was, was impossible; I should 
have gone mad. Fortunately, the Spinney 
was well-nigh leafless, and a bright but 
wintry sim penetrated it completely. I 
fled over its withered and frosted leaves, 
looking neither to left nor right, till I 
leaped the deep ditch that formed its 
southern boundary, and found myself in 
the open; then T stopped indeed quite 
short, for, before me, not ten paces from 
the Spinney, from which he must have just 
emerged, lay the body of Grimjaw. It 
was stiQ warm, but lifeless. There were no 
marks of violence about him ; the struggle 
to extricate himself from the ditch, it is 



98 LOST SIB MASSINGBEBD. 

probable, had cost the wretched creature 
his little remaining Titality, weakened as 
he must have doubtless been by his pre- 
vious night's lodging on the cold stone 
steps. But how had he come thither, who 
never moved anywhere out of doors, except 
with Sir Massingberd or Gilmore? and 
whither, led perhaps by some mysterious 
instinct, was he going when death had 
overtaken him — an easy task — and glazed 
that solitary eye, which had witnessed so 
much which was still a mystery to man ? 

Was it possible that he had perished in 
endeavouring to obey his master's cry for 
aid? that terrible "Helpl helpl'* which 
rang in my ears a while ago, as I stood in 
the Stone Garden, and which rings, through 
centmy, in them now ? 



CHAPTER VL 

THE SEAECH. 

SHBiNKiNa away from the body of the un- 
happy Grimjaw, and fleeing from the soli- 
tary spot in which it lay, I ran down 
towards the Heronry, where, in the dis- 
tance, I could now perceive a number of 
persons assembled upon the lake-side. 
Below and above it, the stream flowed on 
as usual; but the larger area of water 
which contained the island, was frozen over 
with a thin coating of ice. This was being 
broken by men armed with long and heavy 
poles, after which the work of dragging 
thewater w£is commenced. The scene was 
as desolate as the occupation was ghastly 
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and depressing. Perched upon stony 
slabs of their now leafless home, the huge 
birds watched the proceedings with grave 
and serious air : at first, they imagined, I 
think, that the thing was done for their 
own behoof, and to the end that they might 
supply themselves with fish as usual ; but 
the appearance of the grappUng-irons dis- 
abused them of this idea. Now one, and 
now another, unable to restrain their curio- 
sity, would rise slowly and warily into the 
air, and making a circuit over our heads, 
return to their old position to reflect, with 
head aside, upon what they had seen. The 
presence as spectators of these gigantic 
creatures, certainly increased the weird and 
awfiil character of the employment in which 
we were engaged, and struck quite a terror 
into the village folk, who were unaccus- 
tomed to see them in such close proximity. 
Still the work was not gone about by any 
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means in reverent and solemn silence. If 
any man wishes his neighbours to speak 
their mind about him thoroughly and un- 
reservedly, I should say, judging from what 
I heard on that occasion, Let him disappear, 
and be dragged for. It is not so certain 
he is dead, that any delicacy need be exer- 
cised in telling the severest truths about 
him ; nor yet is there sufficient chance of 
his reappearance to make folks reticent 
through fear. Only when the drags halted 
a little, meeting with some hidden obstruc- 
tion, all tongues were silent, and pale faces 
clustered about the toilers, expecting that 
the dreadful thing they sought was about 
to be brought to land. 

" I thought we had him then," said 
one of the men, after an occasion of this 
sort ; *^but it was only a piece of stone." 

" It might have been his hearty for all 
that," muttered another, cynically ; and a 
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murimir of " Ay, that's true," went roimd 
them all. 

" Has anybody been about the Home 
Spinney this morning?'* inquired I of 
Oliver Bradford, who had just given up his 
place at the ropes to a fresh man. 

" No, sir, nor last night either, as it 
toms out. It will be bad for somebody if 
Sir Massingberd does return, and finds out 
that the wartcher who ought to have been 
there was wiled away elsewhere by what 
he thought was poachers holloing to one 
another — some owl's cry, as I should judge. 
And to-day, I doubt if a creature has been 
near the place, for none of my men seem 
to fancy going there alone." 

" And who was the watcher there last 
night, OUver?" 

" Well, sir, we must not make mischief; 
he was a young chap new at the business, 
a sort of grand-newy of mine by the wife's 
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side. He'll do better next time, will young 
Dick Westlock^ He was over-eager, that's 
alL And whai yoxt hear a cry in these 
woods, unless you are thoroughly accus- 
tomed to them, it may lead you a pretty 
dancer it takes a practised ear to tell 
rightly where it comes from." 

"You should know me better, Brad- 
ford," returned I, ** than to suppose I 
would bring a lad to harm by mentioning 
Buch a matter ; but I should hke to ask 
him a question or two, if you will point 
him out." 

** There he is then, sir," answered 
Oliver, pointing to a good-looking, honest 
lad enough, but one who perhaps would 
scarcely have been considered sufficiently 
old for so trustworthy a part as sen- 
tinel of the home preserves, had he 
not been grand-nephew to the head 
keeper. 
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" Why, Dick,'* said I, " your uncle t<3llu 
me that you took an owl for a poacher last 
night, and followed his voice aU over the 
Chase/' 

" It wasn't no owl," sir, quoth Dick, 
stoutly ; " it were the voice of a man, whp- 
soever it was." 

" Don't thee be a fool," exclaimed his 
uncle, roughly. " I tell thee it was a bird, 
and called hke this ;" and the keeper gave 
a very excellent imitation of the cry of an 
owl. 

This was not greatly unhke the sound 
which had so recently affrighted my own 
ears ; but then owls rarely cry in the day- 
time. 

" Dick," cried I, *^ never mind your 
uncle ; Hsten to me. If you thought it was 
a human voice, what do you think . it 
said?" 

** Well, I can't rightly say as. it said 
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anything ; it seemed to me to be a sort of 
wobbKng in the throat ; and 1 thought it 
might be a sound among some poaching 
fellars, made with a bird-call, or the hke of 
that;' 

" Supposing it said any word at all, 
Dick, what word was it most hke ?" 

Mr. Richard Westlock looked as non- 
plused and embarrassed as though I had 
propounded to him some extremely com- 
plicated riddle. 

" Was it anything hke ^ Hel — p, 
hel — p?' '' said I, imitating as well as I 
could those terrible tones. 

" Bless my body," quoth Mr. Richard, 
slapping his legs with his hands, in admira- 
tion of my sagacity, " if them ain't the very 
words as it did say !" 

" What think you of that, Ohver Brad- 
ford ?" inquired I, gravely. 

"As the bell tinks, so the fool thinks," 

VOL. II. H 
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responded the head keeper, senteEzrii- 
ously. " If you had asked Dick whe- 
ther the word wasn't 'Jerusalem,' lie 
would have said, * Ay, tliat was the ybtj 
word.' " 

" Stfll/' urged I, ^' since there may be 
something more than fancy in the thing, 
and the voice, if it was one, could not have 
come from under water, let the Park woods 
be thoroughly searched at once. There 
are men enough outside the gates to do 
that, without suspending the work that is 
goingon here, and why should we lose time?" 

The head keeper sulkily muttered some- 
thing about not wanting a caddel of people 
poking their noses into every part of Fair- 
bum Chase; then with earnest distinctness, 
as though the thought had only just struck 
him, " Besides, Mr. Meredith, let me tell 
you that they may get to know more than 
is. good for them." 
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At these words, I cast an inFolim- 
tary glance at the plantation within a 
few hundred feet of ns, in the recesses 
of which dwelt Sinnamenta, Lady Heath. 

" Tou may know, sir," continued the 
keeper, translating my thought, "but 
everybody don't know, and it's much 
better that they shouldn't." 

Certainly the objection was a grave 
one, and I was glad enough to perceive 
Mr. Long coming down from the Hall 
towards us, an authority by whom the 
question could be decided. 

" You had better ask him yourself, 
Oliver," said I ; for as my tutor had never 
spoken to me of the existence of the imfor- 
tunate maniac, I did not like to address 
him upon the subject. Bradford therefore 
went forward to meet him ; and after they 
had had some talk together, Mr. Long 
beckoned me to him. 
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" I tliink Tvith you, Peter," said he, 
^' that in any case, we should lose no time 
in searching the Chase. If we do not 
discover what we seek, we can scarcely fail 
to find some trace of a struggle, if struggle 
there has been, between such a man as Sir 
Massingberd and whoever may have assailed 
him. If he has been murdered, it is, of 
course, just possible that the assassins 
threw the body into the water, although 
not here, since the ice would scarcely have 
formed over it hke this; otherwise, they 
could not have removed it without leaving 
some visible trace. Do you, Bradford, and 
a couple of your own men, examine that 
plantation yonder thoroughly, so that it 
need not be searched again; and in the 
meantime I wiU go and fetch more 
help." 

I have taken part in my time in many 

" quest" for game, both large and little : 
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I have sought on foot in the rook-crannies 
of the north for the hill- fox ; I have pene- 
trated the tangled jungles of Hindustan for 
tiger ; I have stood alone, gun in hand, on 
the skirts of a tropical forest, not knowing 
what bird or beast the beaters within might 
chance at any moment to drive forth ; but 
I have never experienced such excite- 
ment as that which I felt when, one of 
forty men, I walked from end to end 
of Pairbum Chase in search of its lost 
master. 

In one long line, and at the distance of 
about twenty yards from one another, we 
plodded on slowly and steadilyj and with 
eyes that left no bush unexamined. This 
work, which in simimer would have been 
toil indeed, was rendered comparatively 
easy by the bareness of the season; the 
frost, too, made the. swamps in the hollowB 
safe to the tread, and the tangled under-i 
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wood brittle before us* Many a sunken 
spot we found hidden in brake and brier, 
and scarcely known to tlie keepers them- 
selves, such as might easily have held, azid 
we could not but think how fitly, the Thing 
we feared to find, and sometimes, when 
one man called to his neighbours, the 
whole line would halt, and each could 
scarcely restrain himself fi'om running in, 
and seeing with his own eyes what trace of 
the missing man it was which had provoked 
the exclamation. We began at the out- 
skirts of the Park, and worked towards the 
Hall, so that the Home Spinney, which was 
the likeHest spot of all, since he had been 
last seen going in that direction,, was re- 
served for the end. Afi^the men approached 
it, the excitement increased; they almost 
ran over the large open space in which 
stood the Wolsey Oak, extending its gnarled 
and naked arms aloft, as if in horror ; but 
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when they searched the coppice itself, and 
fbnnd the body of Grimjaw, stiflFened into 
Btone since I last saw it, many of them 
were not so eager to push on. I had 
omitted to tell them of the wretched ani- 
mal's death, and the effect of the sight upon 
them was really considerable. 

That " the hand of httle employment 
hafehthe daintier sense/' is in nothing more 
true than in the emotion produced by the 
sufferings or decease of animals upon gen- 
tle folks and upon labouring persons. 
Greater familiarity with such spectacles, 
and perhaps, too^ a larger experience of 
hardship and sorrow among his own fellow- 
creatures — ^which naturally tends to weaken 
his sense of pity for mere animals — pre- 
vents the peasant from being moved at all 
by some sights at which his superiors 
would be really shocked : a dead horse 
lying in the road is, to the stonebreaker, a 
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dead horse, and nothinginore ; whereas, to 
him who goes by on wheels, unless he is a 
veterinary surgeon, the sight is positively 
distressing. I am sure that the spectacle 
of half a dozen ordinary dead dogs would 
not have affected Ohver Bradford, for in- 
stance, in the least, while if they had been 
"lurchers," and given to poaching prac- 
tices, such a fiinereal scene would have 
afforded him unmixed satisfaction. But 
when he saw Grimjaw lying dead, and 
frozen, he shook his head very gravely, and 
bade us mark his words, " That that ere 
dog didn't die for nothing, but for a sign. 
That he would never have died, not he, if 
his master and constant companion had 
still had breath in him, and more than that, 
we should find, we might take his word for 
it, that that there body, and that of Sir 
Massingberd Heath, were not very far firom 
one another.*' 
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There were murmurs of hushed and awe- 
struck adhesion to these remarjcs, but not 
a dissentient voice in all the company, and 
in a frame of mind which would now im- 
doubtedly be. called "sensational/' and not 
in a broken line of march, as heretofore, 
but almost shoulder to shoulder, we entered 
the Home Spinney. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

WHAT WAS IN THE COVERED CART. 

If this true narrative of mine should chance 
to find its channel of pubUcation in a heb- 
domadal periodical, and the end of the last 
chapter coincide with the end of the week, I 
am afraid I shall have unduly aroused the 
expectation of my readers, and kept them 
upon tenter-hooks during that period upon 
false pretences, or rather what may seem to 
be so. They wiU doubtless have promised 
themselves some ghastly spectacle (and I 
give them my honour that if they wiU only 
have patience they shall have it) to be pre- 
sented in the very next page or two. It 
may disappoint them temporarily, to hear 



WHAT WAB W TVm COVERED CART, 115 

tiiat though we searched the coppice, tree 
by tree, aad left not one heap of leayes un- 
stirred' by our feet, that we found nothing, 
nothing. And yet I wiQ venture to say, 
that if we had come upon that sight which 
all were so prepared for, the stiffened limbs 
of murdered Sir Massingberd, with his cruel 
fece set for ever in death, and his hard eyes 
scowling up at the sky, it would scarcely 
have filled us with greater awe. It would 
have been a terrible sight, doubtless, but 
with every minute the terror would have 
faded, until at last it might have even 
melted into pity. He could at least have 
hurt no man more, beiug dead. But now 
Ihat he was only Lost — still Lost — we 
looked at one another with dumb surprise, 
and over our own shoulders with misgivings. 
He was not above ground in all Fairbum 
Chase, that was certain ; nor under water, 
for the dragging-parties had discovered no 
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more tliaii we. Any idea of suicide was 
quite out of the question ; Sir Massingberd 
Heath was the last man to leave life 
before he was summoned, even if he really 
felt, as he averred, that there was no sort 
of risk in doing so. Wicked men have a 
tolerably high opinion of this world, not- 
withstanding their low views of the people 
that inhabit it ; and the French philosopher 
who put an end to his not invaluable exist- 
ence upon the jground that he had had 
enough of everything, was an exceptional 
case. 

At the same time, the probabilities were 
immensely against the baronet's having 
volimtarily undertaken any expedition, 
considering the circumstances under which 
he must have set out — on foot, fatigued, and 
at so late an hour. If secrecy had been 
his object, it would have been far more 
easily secured by his departure at a less 
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extraordinary time. In the meanwhile, day 
after day passed by without any tidings, and 
the mystery of his disappearance deepened 
and spread. Mr. Long was rather reserved 
upon the matter at first, professing to en- 
tertain little doubt that the wilful Squire 
would presently return, malicious and grim 
as ever ; but as time went on, he began to 
grow uneasy, and seemed to find reliet 
in conversing upon the subject, and sug- 
gesting more or less impossible con- 
tingencies. 

**Do you remember, Peter," said he 
one morning at breakfast-time, "reading 
out to me, some months ago, an ac- 
count of the murder of a certain lieu- 
tenant of the coast-guard by smugglers on 
the east coast ; how he oppressed them and 
treated them with unnecessary cruelty for 
many, many months, until at last they took 
him away out of his bed by force, and car- 
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ried him no man knew whither, and put him 
to death with tortures ?" 

"Yes," returned I, "perfectly welL 
They buried the poor wretch up to his 
neck in the sea-sand, and bowled stones -at 
his head/* 

"Well, Peter, that fidghtftd scene is 
constantly representing itself whenever I 
shut my eyes ; only the head is that of Sk 
Massingberd. You cannot imagine how 
distressing it is to me now to go to bed, 
with the expectation of this re-enacting 
itself before I can get to sleep." 

" Dear me, how dreadful !" returned L 
" But does not the fact of your only recog- 
nizing the victim, convince you of the im- 
reaUty of the thiag? K you knew the 
faces of the smugglers, then indeed " 

" I do know them, Peter,'* interrupted 
my tutor gravely ; " that is the worst ef 
it ; althou^ it should, as you say, ratiner 
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oonvinoe me of the imaginary cliaracter of 
tiie scene, since tlie actorB in it have loii^ 
been dead and gone, I believe. They are 
not smugglers, but gipaes. There is one 
Oarew in particular, one unhappy man, into 
whose history I need not enter, but who 
once incurred the baronet's vengeance, and 
I am afraid it is but too hkely perished in 
consequence. It is a sad story of dec^ 
tion on both sides ; but it is certain that 
Sir Massingberd richly earned the hatred 
of the wandering people. I have no right, 
of course, to make any such charge, but, 
Peter, I cannot help thinking that it is 
they who have made away with the Squire. 
I casually inquired in the village yesterday 
about the tribe that generally inhabit the 
fir-grove on the Crittenden Road, and it 
seems they left the place by night, on or 
about the very date of Sir MassiAgberd's 
disappearance. '^ 
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My heart grew cold and heavy as a 
stone at these words, dehvered though 
they were with vagueness, and without any 
threat of action to follow them, for the 
suspicion which my tutor now suggested 
had long ago taken firm root in my own 
mind. I would not, however, have given 
expression to it upon any account, and my 
present wish was to do away with this 
notion of the rector's as much as possible. 
I would not, perhaps, have assisted in the 
escape of the Ciogari fi'om punishment, if 
punishment they deserved, but neither 
would I have put out my hand to dehver 
them up. The law had taken its wicked 
will of them often enough already, and in 
connection with this very man. 

" Those who know these people best," 
said I, *^ such as Bradford and the keepers, 
do not think it at all probable that they 
would have had the courage to face Sir Mas- 
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•singberd. Even if they possessed it, what 
could they have done but have slain him ? 
and if slain, where have they put him to ?** 
" God alone knows," said my tutor 
solemnly; "but the man at the pike at 
Crittenden says, I beheve, that they had a 
covered cart with them, which they have 
never been known to have before." 

I murmured something to the effect 
that the winter was coming on, and that it 
•was likely enough that they should have 
procured for themselves some peripatetic 
shelter of that kind ; but a nameless horror 
took hold upon me, in spite of myself, when 
Mr. Long rejoined, that he should think it 
his duty to have the gipsies followed, and 
•a thorough examination of their effects to 
be made. I had not' another word to say. 
I seemed already to see poor old Rachel 
Liversedge standing in the felon's dock, 
avowing and glorying in her guilt, and 
VOL n. I 
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defiant of the sentence i^hich wonM can- 
sign her and hers to the same &te thaifc 
had overtaken, with no such justice, Sfcanlejr 
Carew. Any hope of escape for them, I 
knew, was out of the question. They had 
not the means for speedy travd, while, in 
those days of superstition and intolerance, 
the Cingari were an object of animadver- 
sion and alarm, whithersoever they moved. 
That very day — acting upon information 
received concerning their present where- 
abouts — ^Mr. Long set out on horseback, 
accompanied by the parish constablcj and 
came up with the party whom he sought 
upon a certain common within twenty 
nules of Fairbum. The tribe, of whom I 
had only seen three grown-up members, 
were tolerably numerous, and the constQj3le 
evinced his fitness for being a peace-officer 
by counselhng the rector to do nothing 
rash, at least until rdbifarcements should 
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•pernio of his doing so with safety. The 
^gl*, however, of the covOTed cart, placed, 
as it seemed, jealously in the very centre 
<if tl» encampment, was too much for Mr. 
LOTug, who, to do him justice, was as hold as 
a lion, except where conveutioual "posi- 
tion,** as in the case of Sir Massingberd, 
made hiTn indisposed for action. He turned 
his horse straight for the desired object, in 
e^ite of the threatenmg looks of several 
men, who were tiakaring about an im- 
mense fire, and was only stopped by the 
youngest of them starting up, and laying 
his hand imperatively upon his bridle- 
rexiu 

*' Have you a warrant, Mr. Long,'* in- 
quired the gipsy sternly, *^ that you ride 
.through our camp, when aU the rest of the 
common is open to you, and wish to pry 
.into that poor place yonder, which is aU we 
•have of house and home ?" 
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The rector had no sort of right for 
what he did, and was therefore propor- 
tionally indignant. 

" Unhand my bridle, sirrah !" cried he. 
** What is your name, who seem to know 
mine so well, and yet who knows me so 
little, that you can imagine I am here in 
any other cause than that of Right and 
Justice ?** 

" My name is Walter Carew," replied 
the gipsy, still retaining his hold. 

"Then that is warrant sufficient for 
what I do," cried my tutor excitedly, and 
raising his riding-whip as he spoke. 

The swarthy face of the gipsy gleamed 
with passion, and his unoccupied right 
hand sought his side, as if for a weapon. 
Mischief would undoubtedly have ensued, 
.but that at that moment the curtains of the 
covered cart were parted by a skinny hand, 
and the voice of Rachel Liversedge was 
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heard bidding the young man let the bridle 
go, and not spiU parson's blood, which was 
as bad as wasting milk and water. Then 
she added, with mock courtesy : " Pray, 
come hither, Mr. Long; our doors are 
always open, and there can be no intrusion 
where there are only females and sick- 
ness.*' 

" If that be all," returned my tutor in 
a softened tone, for though somewhat 
arbitrary, as it would now be thought, 
towards his inferiors, he was ever gentle 
to the sex; "if that indeed be all, I 
shall not inflict my presence upon you 
long."* 

With those words, he threw himself 
from his horse, and climbed up into the 
cart; it was rather a roomy one, but all 

* In those days, it was not thought incumbent upon 
ministerB of the Grospel to look after gipsy-folk, whose 
souls, in case they had any, were not opined to be much 
worth saving. 
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that was in it was clearly to be seasL at Hbe 
first glance. It was carpeted with nidheft 
a foot thick, from which Rachel Liversedge 
was busily engaged in weaving chair-boti- 
toms. Opposite to her sat another female^ 
engaged with the same articles,, but cas^ 
structing out of them crowns and necklaces, 
which, though they did not very much, re- 
semble the ornaments for which they were 
intended, appeared to afford her exquisite 
satisfaction. 

** Why don't you introduce me, Eachel ?' * 
exclaimed she testily, as Mr. Long looked, 
in. " Don't you see the gentleman i» bowl- 
ing? Sinnamenta— Lady Heath." The 
secret of the gipsies* sudden removal, as 
well as of their use of the vehicle which 
had excited his suspicioios, was at once 
apparent to the rector. 

•*Is she better, happier in your cus- 
tody ?** inquired my tutor, in a whisper^ of 
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the ebasr-^inaker. ^Qoi fcaowa I would 
not dEsturb her, if she be.** 

* My Kttle sister is not beaten nowv'* ab» 
served Kacbel bifcterly j "althougli, of cowrse^ 
we baye not those luxuries with which her 
hiBsband has always, surrounded her." 

** Only four times. Sister Eachel t'* ob* 
served the afflicted one, in a tone of re- 
monstrance, **one^ two, three, four,** 
dieoking them off on her poor fingersy 
covered with worthless gewgaws. ^^I 
don*t consider Gihnore's beatings anyiiiing, 
only Sir Massingberd*s.** 

** May God's curse have found himl'* 
exclaimed Kaohel Liversedge fervently; 
•• may He have avaa^d. her wrongs upon 
hmx at last! Don't look at me, ^, as 
thoQgh I were a witch wishing a. good mail 
iH. I wish I mere a witel^. How he 
should pine, and rave, and writhe, and 
suffer ten thousand deaths^ in ooe V^ , 
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She spoke with, such hate and fury, that 
Mr. Long involuntarily cast once more a 
suspicious glance around him, as though 
in reality she possessed the means of ven- 
geance which she so ardently desired. 
" Did you expect to find him here ?" con- 
tinued she. " That was it, was it ? I 
wish you hadi I would that I had his 
fleshless bones to show you. It is not my 
fault that I have them not, be sure. If 
there were any manliness left among my 
people — ^but there is not; they are curs all 
— if any memory of the persecuted and the 
murdered had dwelt within them, as with 
me, let alone this work of his,'* she pointed 
to her unconscious sister, " for which, had 
he done nought else, I would have torn his 
heart out ; — he would not have lived thus 
long by forty years. . For aught we know, 
however, he Hves yet ; only hearing he was 
gone, we went and took my little sister 
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from her wretcliediiess, and thus will keep 
her if you give us leave, you Christian 
gentlemen. "Where he may be, we know 
not ; we only hope that in some hate- 
ful spot — ^in hell, if such a place there 
be — he may be suflTering unimagined 
pains." 

The fervour and energy of her words, 
however reprehensible in a moral point of 
view, were such as left no doubt in the 
mind of Mr. Long that the gipsy woman 
spoke truth. Assuring her, therefore, 
that, so far as he was concerned, she 
should not be molested in the custody of 
her unfortunate sister, my tutor rode back 
to Fairburn, relieved from the dread burden 
of his late suspicion, but more at his wit's 
end for an elucidation of the disappearance 
of Sir Massingberd than ever. Right glad 
was I to hear that his errand among my 
dusky friends had been bootless; but by 
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the next morning's post I had reoeired 
bittOT news from Harley Street. A copy 
of that menacing ep&tle which I had m 
unwittingly enclosed to Marmadnk© from. 
his imcle, reached me from Mr. Gerard.. 
His words were kind, and intended to be 
comforting. He knew, of course, that I 
had been deceived ; he well knew,^ aad they 
all knew, he said, that my hand was the 
last to da Marmaduke hurt, to do aught 
but protect and uphold him* But I could 
see that some grievous harm had occurred,, 
nevertheless, through me, as Sir Massing- 
berd'a catspaw. It was, more apparent 
to me because there was not one accom* 
panying word from my dear friend himself,, 
whom I knew too wel to imagine capafafe 
of blaming mc It was most apparent of 
all because of the po&tsisript written m 
Lucy^s own hand — so £wr, so clear, so 
brave, sq hke her own aweet sdf,^ saying 
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that I musi oat reproach zDQrself because I 
had beea OFirerreached hy a base man. 
"Marmadukft will write soon," she said; 
*'he doefi not love yon less becansebeis 
silent upon this matter, and must be kept 
so for a little while/* He was iU, then, 
thanks to my dull wits; and out of pity 
she had written "Marmaduke/* Ah me, 
would I not have been ill! Would J not 
have welcomed kinship with a score of 
wicked uncles &r such pity t "He does not 
lore you less because he is silent;'* was 
that a quotaticoi culled from her own heart's 
whisperings ? 

"A most unfortunate business," said 
Mr. Long reflectively, when ho had pos- 
sessed himself of this intelligence. " That 
letter of Sir Massingberd's will uindo all the 
good of the last twelve months. With 
what a devilish ingenuity for torment has 
he franoed every phrase. ^My arm wiU 
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reach you wheresoever you are ; at the time 
you least -expect it, and from the quarter to 
which you have least looked. However Well' 
it may seem to be with you, it will not be 
WelV How thoroughly he knew his 
nephew ! This will make Marmaduke 
Heath a wretched man for life." 

" Not if Sir Massingberd be dead," said 
I, " and can be proved to be so." 

"That is true," responded my tutor, 
drily; then added, without, I think, in- 
tending me to hear it, " But what will be 
worse than anything, is this doubt as to 
whether he be dead or not." 
. I felt convinced of this too, and bowed 
my head in sorrow and silence. There was 
a long pause. Then my tutor suddenly 
started up, and exclaimed, with animation, 
" Peter, will you go with me to London ? 
I certainly shall be doing more good there, 
just now, than here ; and I think that your 
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presence will be welcome, nay, needful, in 
Harley Street/' 

"I shall be ready to start this very 
evening," returned I, thinking of the mail 
which passed at night. 

"We win be off within an hour," 
rephed my tutor; "I will order posters 
from the inn at once. Too much time 
has been lost already; we should have 
started when Sir Massingberd himself 
did/' 

"Do you think he is gone to town, 
then, with any evil purpose?" inquired I, 
aghast. 

" If he has gone at all, it is certain it is 
for no good," rejoined the rector, gravely. 
" It is more than likely that this disappear- 
ance may be nothing but a ruse to throw 
us off our guard. The cat that despaired 
of attaining her end by other means, pre- 
tended to be dead.'* 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE PEOCESSION. 

At the time of whidi I write, a dweller in 
tbB midlands who wanted to go to town, did 
not drive down to the nearest railway sta^ 
tion, to be transported from thence by the 
fiery dragon to his destination. Railways 
had been long heard of, and indeed there 
was one within twenty miles of Fairbum, 
which we should now call a tramway only, 
for engine it had none. Locomotiyes were 
the subject of debate in sdentifio circles, 
and of scorn among the rest of the com- 
munity. A journey such as that my tutor 
and myself were about to undertakst is 
scarcely to be understood by readers trf 
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the present geiteration. Not only did it 
eonsome an amount of time whicli would 
now suffice for six times the distance, but it 
was surrounded hj difficulties and dangers 
that have now no existience whatever — 
"extinct Satans," as a writer calls them, 
who is now scarcely held to be " modem," 
but who at that time had never written a 
line. The coach for which Mr. Long had 
tiiought it advisable not to wait, had met 
in its time with a thousand-and-one strange 
casualties, and the guard was a very Sche- 
herazade at relating them. The "Highflyer" 
had come to dreadful grief in racing with 
an empty stomach, but many " outsides,'* 
against its rival, the "Bapid," which tra- 
versed a portion of the same road. It had 
ofiben to open both its doors, to let the 
water through, in crossing Crittenden Ford, 
by neglect of which precaution upon one oc- 
casion, four " insides'* had the misfortune to 
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be suflTocated. It had been dug out of 
snoTV-drifts a hundred times, and now and 
then it had not been dug out, and the 
passengers had been frost-bitten. In win- 
ter it was usual enough for them to spend 
a day or two perforce at some country inn, 
because the roads were " not open.'* The 
"Highflyer" hadoncebeenattacked by a tiger 
(out of a travelling caravan), which killed 
the off-leader ; but this was an exceptional 
adventure. It was attacked by highway- 
men at least once a year, but in this respect 
was considered rather a fortunate coach. 
Only a few weeks previously, there had been 
found by the reapers, in one of Farmer 
Arabel's wheat-fields, mail-bags with letters 
containing many thousand pounds in drafts 
and bills, which had been taken by gentlemen 
of the road from the custody of the guard 
of the "Highflyer'' in the early summer. 
These persons had gone into the standing 
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wheat to divide their booty, and left there 
what was to them unavailable property, or 
too difficult to negotiate. 

In the two trips I had already taken to 
the metropolis, I had gone by this curious 
conveyance, of which all Fairbum had some- 
thing to say; but I was now to journey 
even more gloriously still : so thoroughly 
had Mr. Long got to be convinced that 
some immediate danger was imminent to 
Marmaduke at the hands of his uncle, that 
he could not bear the least unnecessary 
delay in giving him warning. We posted 
with four horses, and generally at full 
gallop. I agree with the Great Lexico- 
grapher in thinking that sensation very 
pleasurable indeed. The express-train, it 
is true, goes five times as fast, but you do 
not feel that there is any credit due to the 
steam-liorse for that; you take it as a 
matter of course, and would do so, no 
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mattser what exertions it should make fw 
you, short oi bursting. But when you 
heard the ring of the sixteen hoofs upon 
the iron road, and the sharp crack af the 
whips in the frosty air, or leaned out of 
the window far a moment; and b^eld the 
good steeds smofciag in your behalf, you 
said to yoursel:^ or to your companion, if 
you had one : " This is wonderftd fine 
travelling," Perhaps you contrasted sneh 
great speed with that attained by the 
Exeter flying-coaches in your ancestors' 
time, and smiled with contemptuous pity at 
their five miles an hour, stoppages excluded. 
The trees and hedges flew by you then, 
and gave an idea of the velocity, such as 
the telegraph-posts, seen vanishing thin 
out of the window of a railway-carriage, 
fail to convey; while, when you stopped 
for new cattle, the hurry and bustle atten- 
dant on the order, " Horses on," helped to 
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Strengthen the beUef in you own fast tra- 
-velling. Still, after the first few ' hours, 
even the enjoyments of a post-chaise-and- 
fb«r begin to paU ; and long before we had 
approadied our destiHation^ I was cramped, 
ai:^ chilled, and tired enough. It was 
growing dark, too, so that there was little 
to be seen without, and we had passed those 
dangerous parts of the road where expec- 
tEktions of possiWe highwaymen had afforded 
me some excitement. I was dozing dreamily, 
unconscious that the hght of London was 
flaring like a dusky dawn in front of us, 
and that we had even already entered its 
then limits upon the north-east, when I 
was' roughly roused by the sudden stoppage 
of the carriage, accompanied by wild cries, 
and a glare of lurid flame. Mr. Long had 
put down the window, and was leaning out 
of it. There was a dense fog, and gas had 
not yet been established in that part of 
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London ; but a vast assemblage of people 
were streaming slowly past ns, and many 
of them had torches in their hands. They 
took no notice of ns whatever, but yelled 
and shouted, and every now and then cast 
glances behind them at some approaching 
spectacle, which seemed to be about to 
overtake us. Presently, we beheld this 
ourselves. First came a great number of 
constables, marching twenty abreast, and 
clearing all before them with large staves ; 
then a body of the mounted patrol — a corps 
then but newly formed, and which, although 
now well-nigh extinct, was destined in its 
time to do good service ; then more con- 
stables ; then a vast quantity of horsemen, 
armed and unarmed, and lastly this : — Ex- 
tended on an inchned platform, built to a 
considerable height upon an open cart, was 
the body of a dead man ; it was attired in 
blue trousers, and with a white and blue 
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striped waistcoat, but without a coat. On 
the left side of him was a huge mallet, and 
on the right a ripping chisel. 

" Great Heaven I what is this ?'* in- 
quired Mr. Long of one of the mounted 
constables. 

" Oh, it's him, sir, sure enough ; we've 
got him at last,'' returned the officer. 

"Him? Who?" cried I, half stupefied 
with fatigue and horror. " Have they found 
Sir Massingberd ?" 

No, it was not Sir Massingberd. The 
fifcce which was now being slowly carried 
past us was wicked and stern enough, but 
it was not his face. The skin was black, the 
eyes were projecting ; it was plain that the 
poor wretch had been strangled. The ex- 
citement of those who caught sight of it 
was hideous to witness; they cursed and 
hissed in hate and fiiry, and battled to get 
near the cart, that they might spit upon 
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the corpse which it contained. The force 
of the advancing crowd was so tremeadous 
that we were compelled to move for some 
distance side by side with this appalling 
sight, and presently immediately behind it ; 
there we seemed to fall in as a part of tke 
procession, and were no doubt considered 
by the majority of persons to officially 
belong to it. We were borne southwards 
quite out of our proper direction, and were 
unable to prevent it, for it was as much as 
the postillions could do to sit their horses, 
and avoid being shouldered out of their 
saddles. Our progress was of course at a 
foot's-pace only, and twice the procession 
halted, once opposite a draper's, and once 
opposite a public-house, when the yells and 
hooting of the crowd were terrible to hear. 
Not only were these two houses closefy 
shuttered up (as they well might be), but the 
shop-fronts everywhere were closed, and the 
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windowB and the tops of tlte houses crowded 
with spectators. By this time, we had got 
to know in what dreadful proceedings we 
were thus taking an involuntary part. The 
body in the cart was that of the murderer 
Williams, who had committed suicide two 
days before, to escape, it was thought, not 
so much the scaffold, as the execrations of 
his fellow-creatures. AU London was filled 
with hate of him, as before his capture it had 
been filled with fear ; and the government 
had caused this public exhibition of his 
corpse, to convince the minds of the public 
that the wholesale assassin was really no 
longer alive. The houses at which we had 
halted were those which had once been in- 
habited by his unhappy victims, the Marrs 
and the Williamsons. Subsequently, the 
corpse was conveyed to St. George's turn- 
pike, and there interred with a stake thrust 
through the middle of it ; but before that 
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frightful ceremony took place, the postil- 
lions had managed to extricate us, and we 
had driven westward to our destination. 
Still, I for my part had seen enough, and 
more than enough, to make that entry of 
ours into London a thing impossible to 
forget ; and I think it rendered, by asso- 
ciation, the mystery concerning which we 
had come up to Harley Street, more menac- 
ing and sombre than before. 



CHAPTER IX 

AMONG FRIENDS. 

We found Marmaduke Heath in a less 
morbid state of mind than we had expected. 
The die having been cast — ^the time given 
him by Sir Massingberd for his return and 
so-called reconciliation with that worthy- 
having already elapsed without any action 
on the part of his uncle, the effect of that 
"Captain Swing "-like epistle was slowly 
wearing off. No one ever revived the 
matter in his presence, nor, as we have 
seen, was he permitted even to write upon 
the subject. Still, he knew that I had been 
lately communicated with concerning it — 
for at first the blow had fallen on its object 
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with such force and Mness that those 
about him had really not hked to let me 
know the extent of the mischief I might 
have committed — and he imagined that I 
had now come up in mere friendly sorrow 
to cheer and comfort him. As he came 
out into the dark street on that December 
evening to give me laving welconae^ fresh, 
from that awM procession-soene^ I posi- 
tively looked with terror to left and right, 
lest some cloaked figure^ whom yet we both 
should recognize^ might reach forth ao. iron 
arm,, and tear him away. It was I who 
was morbid and unstrung, and not my 
friend; he strove, I knew, to ^p^eeir to 
the best advantage, in good humour and 
high spirits, in order that I might have less 
to reproach myself with. 

*^ My dear old Peter,,"* cried he, laugh- 
ing, " how glad I am to see your honest 
face. Have you brought me any verbal 
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message from my eliarmiBg unde, or are 
you only his deputy-postman? How is 
he— how is he ?" 

I could see, in spite of his light way, 
that he was curious to have this interroga- 
tion answered; but what was I to say? 
"I don't know whether he's well or ill,'' 
returned I, carelessly, as I stepped into the 
hall. **But how is Mr. Gerard and 
Miss '' 

"Here is *Miss,' " returned a sweetvoice^ 
blithe as a bird's ; ** she is excellently well, 
Peter, thank you. But what a white face 
you have got ! If that is the gift of country 
air there is certainly no such cause for re- 
gretting our absence from the Dovecot, 
about which Marmaduke is always so soli- 
citous." 

"*Marmaduke* to his face, now!" 
thought I. I could not prevent my heart 
from sinking a little, in spite of the life- 



148 LOST SIE MASSINGBBBD. 

buoy of firiendship. But I answered gal- 
lantly, " There is no air that can wither 
your roses, Miss Lucy, for the summer is 
never over where you are.** 

" Bravo, Peter," quoth Mr. Gerard, set 
in the warm glow of the dining-room, which 
gleamed forth jfrom the open door behind 
him. "If he is so complimentary in a 
thorough draught, what a mirror of cour- 
tesy will he be when he gets thawed I Come 
in, my dear Mr. Long ; come in to the warm. 
No east wind ever brought people more 
good, than this which brings you two to 

us. Lucy Ah, that's right ; she has 

gone to order the dinner to be rechauflR&d. 
Now, do you travellers answer no man one 
word, but go make yourselves comfortable 
— ^you have your old rooms, of course — and 
then come down at once to food and fire. 
Marmaduke, my dear boy, you keep me 
company here, please; otherwise, you 
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will delay Peter, with your gossip, I 
know.'* 

That was a sentence with a purpose in 
it. If, as Mr. Gerard at once guessed, we 
had come up to town on business connected 
with Sir Massingberd, it might be advisable 
that I should not be interrogated by Mar- 
maduke privately. For my part, I was 
greatly reheved by it, since I had no desire 
to be the person to communicate bad tid- 
ings — ^for such I knew he would consider 
them — ^to my friend a second time. My 
spirits had risen somewhat with the warmth 
of our reception ; it is not a Uttle to have 
honest friends, and welcome unmistakable 
in hand and voice and eye. There is many 
a man who goes smoothly through the 
world by help of these alone, and only at 
times sighs for the love that but one could 
have given him, and which has been be- 
stowed by her elsewhere. When I got 
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down into the diniag-room, a minute or 
two before my tutor, I was received by 
quite a chorus of kind voices — «. very 
tumult of hospitable greetisg. 

" Warm yomr toes, Peter — waiux your 
toes ; you shall have a ;^ass of sh^ry 
worth drinking directly,*' cried Mr, Greranilv 
all in a breath. 

" Yes, Peter, you and I will have a glass 
together^" exclaimed Marmaduke, eagerly. 

" Stop for ' the particular ' — stop fot 
the green seal : it will be here in a minute,'* 
entreated the host. 

"No, no," returned Marmaduke; "I 
must drink his health at once. Cowslip 
wine, if I drank it with Peter, would be 
better to me than Joharmisberg," 

He had his hand upon her arm, as I 
entered the room; I was sure of that, 
although she had gently but swifdy with- 
drawn it from his touch, as the door 
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opened. How happy ske looked; how 
pas&mg fair wii^k that faint flush ! How 
handsome and bright-faced was -dear Mar- 
maduke I How placidly oonbeoat, like one 
who draws his happiness from that of 
others, was the comxtenance of Harvey 
Gerard! A picture of domestic pleasure 
and cooitent indeed, and with three noble 
figures in it. It was impossible to doubt 
that two lovers stood before me, and a 
&ther who had found a prospective son-in- 
law, whom he could love as a son. This 
new relationship had been only established 
within a very few days, and upon that 
account, pa:*haps, it was the more patent. 
My mischance in the matter of Sir Mas- 
singb^d's letter, had been the immediate 
cause of Marmaduke's declaration. She 
had compassionated him in his troubles, 
and he had told her in what alone his hope 
of comfort lay. He had not been sanguine 
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of securing her — who could have been, 
with such a priceless prize in view ? — ^for 
not only had he a diffidence in his own 
powers of pleasing, great and winning as 
they were, beyond those of any man I ever 
knew, but he feared to find an obstacle to 
his wishes in her father. 

" Dear Mr. Gerard," he had said, with 
his usual fi^ankness, "I have won your 
daughter's heart, and love her better than 
all the world. Still, it is you alone who 
have her hand to dispose of. She loves and 
respects you as never yet was father loved 
and respected, and this only makes her 
dearer to me. I feel as much bound in this 
matter by your decision — Oh, sir, God grant 
your heart may turn towards me — as she 
does herself. I dare not tell you what I 
think of you to your face. The very great- 
ness of my respect for you makes me fear 
your rejection of me. I am, in one respect 
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at least, a weak and morbid man, wliile yom* 
mind is vigorous and strong upon all points. 
You are in armour of proof from head to 
heel ; whereas, there is a joint in my har- 
ness open to every blow. I am afraid, sir, 
that you despise me." 

" I do not despise you,Marmaduke,'-* Mr. 
Gerard had rephed, in his kind grave voice. 

" Ah, sir, I know what you would say," 
returned the young man with vehemence ; 
" you pity me, and pity and contempt are 
twin-sisters. Besides, I am a Heath ; you 
do not wish that blood of yours should mix 
with that of an evil and accursed race ; 
and, moreover — though that, with a man 
like you, has, I know, but httle weight — I 
may live aad die a pauper." 

"My dear Marmaduke," Mr. Gerard had 
answered, " I cannot conceal from you that 
there are grave objections to your marriage 
with my daughter, and more especially at 

VOL. II. L 



154 LOST SIB MASSINGBEED. 

present. We need not revert to the last 
matter you have spoken ofy for wealth ia 
not what I should seek for in my son-in- 
law ; even if it were, your alliance would 
reasonably promise it, and might be soi^ht 
by many on that account,. As for your 
being a Heath, that you cannot help ; and, 
with respect to ' blood,' there is more rub- 
bish spoken upon that subject by otherwise 
sensible folk than upon all others put to- 
gether. Bad example and evil training are 
sufficient to account for the bad courses of 
any family without impeaching their circu- 
lating fluids. If your uncle had not hap- 
pened to be likewise your guardian, in you^ 
my dear young friend, I firankly teU you,. I 
should see no fault, or rather no mis^ 
fortune; but, since he has unhappily had 
the opportunity of weakening and iaiti- 

midating " 

"Sir, sir, pray spare me," brake* m 
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Marmaduke, passionactely ; •* are you going 
to say that I am a coward ?" 

" Heayen forbid, my boy," replied Mr. 
Gerard, earnestly ; " you are as brave as I 
am, I do not doubt. If I thought you to 
be what you suggest, I would not parley 
with you about my darling daughter for one 
moment. I would say * No' at once. My 
Lucy wooed by a poltroon ! — ^no, that is not 
possible. I do not say ' No* to you^ Mar- 
maduke." 

" Oh, thank you, thank you, sir,** ex- 
ckdmed the young man, with emotion ; then 
added solemnly, " and I thank Grod." 

" What I do say, however," returned 
Mr. Gerard, " is * Wait.* While your uncle 
liveSy I cannot, under existing circum- 
stances, permit you to be my Lucy's hus- 
band. At present, you are only boy and 
girly and can well afford to be patient." 

"And when we do marry," returned 
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Marmaduke, gratefiilly, " you shall not lose 
your daughter, sir, but rather gain a son. 
My home, if I ever have one, shall be yours 
also. Pray, beheve me when I say that 
you are my second father, for you have 
given me a new life." 

It really seemed so to him who looked 
at the sparkling eyes and heightened colour 
of the speaker, and listened to his tones, 
so rich with hope and love. 

" There is certainly no one so civil as a 
would-be son-in-law," replied Mr. Gerard, 
good-naturedly. ** I wonder that old gen- 
tlemen in my position ever permit them to 
marry at all." 

And thus it had been settled — as I saw 
that it had been — only a very Uttle while 
before our arrival in Harley Street. 

"And what brings you good people up to 
own ?*' asked Mr. Gerard gaily, " without 
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sending a line in advance, which, even in 
mercy to the housekeeper, you would surely 
have done, had not the business been 
urgent ? As to your travelling with four 
horses/' added our host slily, " I know so 
well the pride and ostentation of the clergy 
that I am not the least astonished at your 
doing that 9 Mr. Rector.'* 

" Truly, sir, now that I find all safe and 
well," replied my tutor, " I begin to think 
we might have travelled in a less magnifi- 
cent way; but the fact is, that I felt 
foolishly apprehensive and curious to tell 
you our tidings. Sir Massingberd Heath 
has been Lost since Thursday fortnight, 
November sixteenth.'* 

*' Lost ! " exclaimed Mr. Gerard, in 
amazement. 

" Lost !" echoed Lucy, compassionately. 

**Lost!" murmured Marmaduke, turn- 
ing deadly pale. " That is terrible, indeed." 
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" Yes, poor wretclted man," said Lucy, 
quickly ; " t^rible to think that some judg- 
m,ent may have overtaken him in tibe midst 
of his wickedness — unrepentant, revenge- 
fiil, crueL" 

"That is truly what should move us 
most, Miss Gerard," observed my tutor ; 
"it is but too probable that he has been 
suddenly cut ojff, and that by violence." 
Then he narrated all that had happened at 
Fairbum since the night of Sir Massing- 
berd's disappearance, uninterrupted save 
once, when Mr. Gerard left the room for a 
few minutes, and returned with another 
bottle of " the particular," which, it seemed, 
he would not even suffer the butler to 
handle. Marmaduke sat silent and awe- 
struck, drinking in every word, and now 
and then, when a sort of shudder passed 
over him, I saw a little hand creep forth 
and slide into his, when he would smile 
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fiuntly, but not take his eyes off Mr. Long 
— no, not even to reply to hers. 

" I think,'* added my tutor, when the 
narrative was quite concluded, " that under 
these circumstances I was justified in 
coming up to town, Mr. Gerard, since it is 
just possible that Sir Massingberd may, 
may 

" That he may not be dead," inter- 
rupted our host, gravely; "there is, of 
course, that chance, and we must set 
to work at once to settle the ques- 
tion.'' 

There was a violent ringing at the front- 
door bell. Mr. Long started up with a 
"What's that?" Marmaduke's very lips 
grew white, and trembled. For my part, I 
confess I congratulated myself that I was 
on that side of the table which was furthest 
fi:om any person who might enter the 
room. Lucy alone maintained a calm de- 
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meanour, and looked towards her father 
confidently. 

" That is Mr. Clint, I have no doubt/' 
observed Mr. Gerard, quietly. "I sent 
word to him an hour ago to come directly, 
and, if possible, to bring Townshend with 
him. Whether Sir Massingberd be alive or 
not, we shall soon discover, for the great 
Bow Street runner will be certain to find 
either his body or his bones." 



CHAPTER X. 

A DETECTIVE OF HALF A CENTURY AGO. 

Mr. Gerard had hardly finished speaking, 
when the butler announced Mr. Clint and 
"another gentleman," for even among 
Mends the famous Bow Street oflBcer, 
exercised his usual caution ; and yet there 
was scarcely a more pubhc character than 
Townshend, or better known both to the 
classes whom he protected, and to that 
against which he waged such constant war. 
His personal appearance was itself suffi- 
ciently remarkable. A short squab man, 
in a light wig, kerseymere breeches, and a 
blue Quaker-cut coat, he was not, to look 
at, a very formidable object. But he pos- 
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sessed the courage of a lion, and the 
cunning of a fox. The rufl&ans who kept 
society in terror, themselves quailed before 
him. They knew that he was hard to kill, 
and valued not his own hfe one rush, when 
duty called upon him to hazard it ; that he 
was faithful as a watch-dog to the govern- 
ment which employed him^ and hated by 
nature a transgressor of the law, as a 
watch-dog hates a wolf. When Towns- 
hend fairly settled himself down upon the 
track of an offender, the poor wretch felt 
like the hare whose fleeing footsteps the 
stoat relentlessly pursues ; he might escape 
for the day, or even the morrow, but sooner 
or later his untiring foe was certain to be 
up with him. In those early days, when 
the telegraph could not overtake the mur- 
derer speeding for his hfe, and set Justice 
upon her guard five* hundred miles away, 
to intercept him, and when the sim. was 



A DETEOTIYE 0¥ HALF A CENTUET AGO. 163 

not the slave of tihe Law, to pliotograph 
ihe features of the doomed criminal, so 
that he can be recognized as easily as Cain, 
thief-catching was a nciuch more protracted 
business than it is now; nevertheless, it 
was at least as certain. 

If the facilities for capture were not so 
great, neither were the opportunities of 
escape for the offender so many and various. 
London was not the labyrinth that it has 
since become, and if any criminal of note 
£oopsook it for the proviaces, his fate was 
almost certain. Travellers did not then 
rush hither and thither, in throngs of a 
hundred strong, impossible to be indi- 
vidually identified by the railway porter to 
whom they surrender their tickets ; but 
each man was entered in a way-bill, or 
scanned with curiosity by innkeeper and 
post-boy, wherever his chaise changed 
horses. When any considerable sum was 
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sent by mail-coach, whether by the go- 
vernment or by London bankers, to their 
provincial agents, dt was not unusual to 
employ Mr. Townshend as an escort. Nor 
was it altogether unexampled for him to be 
sent for, as in the present instance, to un- 
ravel some domestic mystery ; although he 
was perhaps the first police-officer who had 
been so employed, the father of all the 
Fields and Pollakies of the present day. 
He was on intimate terms, therefore, with 
many great people, and an especial favourite 
with the court, his professional services 
being engaged at all drawing-rooms and 
state occasions. This, combined with the 
natural assurance and sense of power in 
the man, caused Mr. Townshend to hold 
his head pretty high, and to treat with 
persons vastly superior in social station 
to himself upon at least an equal footing. 
His easy nod, with which the great Bow 
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Street runner favoured us in Harley Street 
that evening, upon -his first introduction, 
was not very mucli unlike the salutation 
which Mr. Brummel, at the same period, 
was wont to bestow upon British marquises 
and dukes. Having taken his seat at the 
dessert-table, at the host's desire, he at 
once began to compliment Mr. Gerard 
upon the contents of the bottle with the 
yellow seal, and, in short, behaved himself 
in all respects as any other guest would 
have done who was an intimate friend of 
the family, and had dropped in after dinner 
upon his own invitation. No sooner, how- 
ever, did Mr. Clint introduce the subject 
which had called us up to town, and Mr. 
Long begin to recapitulate the story of 
Sir Massingberd's disappearance, than this 
singular person dropped at once all social 
pretension, and showed himself the really 
great man he was. One glass of wine was 
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sufficient for him during the whole narra- 
tion, and that he seemed to sip mecha- 
nically, and rather as an assistance to 
thought, than because he really enjoyed it, 
which, however there is ilo donbt he dii. 
He only interrupted my tutor twice ch? 
thrice, in order to make some pertinent 
interrogation, and when aU had been de- 
scribed (including a slight sketch of Mar- 
maduke's position), he sat for a littfe 
silent and noiseless, tapping his wine- 
glass with his forefinger, and staring inta 
the fire. 

"Well, Mr. Townshend, and what is 
yoFor opinion ?*' ihquh*ed Mr. Grerard a little 
impatiently. **Do you think that this Lost 
Sir Massingberd is aUve or dead ?**' 

** That is a question which a fool would 
answer at once, sir, but a wise man woiaM 
take some time to reply to," returned the' 
Bow Street runner coolly, " But one thing- 
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you may depend upon, that he will not be 
* Lost ' long. I have blotted that word out 
of my dictionary. I know Sir Massingberd 
Heath well, or, at least, I did know him, 
and that is a great advantage to start with j 
he was not a man, I should think, to change 
with age. Tall figure and strong; large 
piercing eyes ; much beard.; a mouth that 
tells he likes to have his own way ; and on 
his forehead a mark as if the devil had 
kicked him.'* 

" That is excellent," cried Mr. Gerard j* 
/'you could not mistake him for any other 
man in London.*' 

^''Heis not in London, sir," observed 
the runner dogmatically.. ** If he were 
mixiag^ with the lot that he used to be 
amongst, I should surely have heard of it j 
and if he is with people much beneath him 
in station,^ I should have learned it still 
more certainly.. As for that, however. 
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he is not one — ^if I remember him right 
— ^to hide himself, or work much under^- 
ground." 

" If you mean that he would not stoop 
to deception, Mr. Townshend,'* remarked 
my tutor gravely, " I am afraid you are 
mistaken; the very money which, as I 
have said, he obtained from me upon the 
day of his disappearance, was dishonour- 
ably come by. His pretext of the Metho- 
dists having bidden for a piece of ground 
upon which to build a chapel within the 
Park, and almost opposite the Rectory, . 
was, I have since discovered, entirely false; 
and I cannot but fear that some judgment 
has overtaken this unhappy man." 

Here, I am sorry to say, that Mr. Clint 
and Mr. Gerard looked at one another in 
rather a comic manner, and the Boav Street 
runner helped himself to a glass of the 
particular with an open chuckle. 



A DETECTIVE OE HALE A CENTURY AGO. 169 

"Weil, sir," responded that gentleman, 
" you see Judgments isn't much in my 
way. When I catches a chap, he gene- 
rally knows its judgment and execution 
too; but barring that, I doubt whether 
there is much of a special Providence for 
rascals — even when they rob a Church 
minister. Not, of course, that I am 
saying Sir Massingberd Heath, baronet, is 
a rascal, or anything Uke it ; I never had 
anything to do with him in all my life 
before this, and that's a good sign, look 
you. When I said he was not a man to 
work underground, however, I did not 
mean that he would not employ every 
ingenious device — and the one you mention 
was one of the neatest I ever heard on — to 
procure money, but that he is of too domi- 
neering and masterfiil a nature to lurk 
and spy about. The young gentleman 
here need not be in much alarm, I think, 
VOL. n. M 
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of his relative's turning up in Harley 
Street; notwithstanding which, he is a 
very ticklish customer, no doubt, and one 
as I should not have been in the least 
surprised to find myself under orders to fit 
with a pair of bracelets, for such a thing, 
for instance, as murder.'* 

I think each of us started and looked 
at one another in hushed amazement at 
this statement ; and the wine-glass which 
Marmaduke was twisting nervously in his 
fingers, rattled against the table in spite of 
his efforts to remain cabn. 

" I mean," observed Mr. Townsbend, 
in explanation, ^^as the baronet, when I knew 
him at least, was venomous, yet likewise 
hasty ; and though cunning enough, if his 
temper got the better of him, would do 
mprudent things, I remember him welU 
nigh killiQg his jockey on the course at 
Doncaster — ^it was the second year as ever 
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the Leger was run for— and all for no 
&iilfc of his, but just because he didn^t win 
when his master expected it. I remember 
how the crowd hissed the gentleman, and 
the ugly look which he gave them in r^ply. 
There was no fuss made about the matter 
afterwards; but Sir Massingberd had to 
supply a deal of Golden Ointment to 
the poor lad's bruises : he was very free- 
handed with his money at that time. I 
suppose, by the pace he was then going, 
that he has not much left/' 

"He has almost hterally not a shilling," 
replied Mr. Long. ■ * I am quite certain that 
he had no ready-money in his possession 
besides the twenty one^pound notes which 
he obtained from me upon that evening." 

**And no metos pf raising any?" 
inquired Mr. Townshend. 

"None whatever," replied my tutor 
positively. 
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" That simplifies the business a good 
deal/' remarked the Bow Street runner, 
drawing out his pocket-book. "Now, I 
suppose you kept the numbers of those 
notes ? " 

" Yes, I did. Peter, did you not write 
them down for me ? " 

" The notes ran from 82961 to 82980 
inclusive," said I. 

''A very concise and sensible state- 
ment, young gentleman,"* remarked the 
police-ojBBcer, approvingly ; " I should like, 
however, to see the figures in black and 
white." When these had been found 
among certain memorandums of my tutor, 
Mr. Townshend copied them, and thus 
continued : " Now, the first thing as has 
to be done, gentleman all — ^by which no 

* Every lad in my position, not yet turned twenty- 
one, was a " young gentleman " in these times ; we were 
not so tenacious of our dignity as the young men of to- 
day. 
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offence is meant to the young lady — U 
this: we must go to the Bank of England, 
and find out if any of these here notes have 
been paid in since November 16th. K 
they have been, one of two things is 
certain — Sir Massingberd is spending them, 
or somebody else is spending them for him. 
If the latter, it is probable that it is not 
with his consent; that is, that he can't 
help it; that is, that he's dead as a ten- 
penny nail;." and with that the speaker 
brought down his fist upon the maho- 
gany, as though he were hammering 
one in. 

" We shall leave the case, Mr. Towns- 
hend, entirely in your hands," observed 
Mr. Gerard; "and please to look to 
me for any expenses you may re^ 
quire." 

" Very good, sir," replied the runner, 
rising as if to take his leave ; *' but since 
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two or three heads are always better than 
one, in cases of this sort, and the 
present company has their wits about 
them — which is by no - means the case 
with many . as I have to do with -— I 
should be glad of a little assistance from 
yonrselves." 

" Don't you think we ought to adver- 
tise the baronet as missing, and offer a 
reward ? " suggested Mr. Clint. 

"There will be no harm in that, of 
course," replied Mr. Townshend carelessly; 
" although I can't say as I have much con- 
fidence in advertisements ; my own experi- 
ence is, that parties who put them in derive 
some satisfaction from reading them over 
to themselves, but the advantage don't go 
much beyond that-— except that it some- 
times piits people upon their guard as one 
wants to be off it. I have got a little 
pressing business on hand to-morrow-— in 
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the forging line — and must now be off; 
but if one or two of you will be at the 
Bank to-morrow afternoon, at, let us say 
three o'clock, I shall be sure to be there to 
meet you." 



CHAPTER XI. 



THE BANK-NOTES. 



It was arranged, to my infinite joy, before 
retiring to rest that night, that I was to 
make one of the Bank party. Marmaduke 
insisted on accompanying us, being above 
measure curious about the matter, and 
eager to know the worst (or the best) 
regarding it. Mr. Long had to return to 
Fairbum for his Sunday's duty, and Mr. 
Clint could not spare the time from his 
parchments; so Mr. Harvey Gerard and 
we two young men went forth upon the 
trail together. As the paper-chase is the 
most glorious pursuit undertaken by boys, 
as fox-hunting is the sport of sports for 
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men, so man-hunting is the avocation fitted 
for heroes. I know nothing like it for 
interest and excitement — ^nothing. If I 
could only imbue my readers with one- 
tenth of the absorbing concern with which 
we, the subordinate actors in this drama of 
mystery, now began to be devoured, they 
would be sorry indeed when this narrative 
comes to a conclusion. We three were at 
the appointed spot some minutes before 
the hour which had been agreed upon for 
meeting the Bow Street runner ; but before 
the chimes of the Old Exchange clock had 
ceased their ^^lAfe let us cherish '' — ^the tune 
which they always played on Fridays — ^the 
Bow Street runner appeared. 

Passing through a great room within 
the Bank, in which, to my unaccustomed 
eye, were displayed the riches of Croesus, 
and where the golden showers seemed 
unceasingly to rain, we were conducted 
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into a private apartment, where sat some 
grey-headed official, uncomniunicative,. 
calm, like one who has had his glut even 
of wealth, and to whom money, whether 
in bulUon or paper, was no longer any 
object. 

" Well, Mr* Townshend, what can I do 
for you ?" inquired he, sedately. " I trust 
you are not (X)me about any fresh wronga 
against the Old Lady of Threadneedle 
Street. I never see your fiice but I think 
of an imitation bank-note, and diminution 
of the stock in our cellar." 

" Thank you, sir," responded the runner,, 
cheerfully ; ". I am afraid that I shall have to 
see you in a day or two respecting a mg^ter 
of that very kind, but to-day I am come on 
a different business. A gentleman of high 
rank has been missing for three weeks, or 
more; and his absence has given the 
greatest anxiety to thesCj, his friends. He 
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was known to have in Ms possession cer- 
tain one-pound Bank of England notesy 
twenty in aU, of wMcli the numbers are 

known. We wish to know whether they 

« 
have been paid in hither' in the meantime, 

and if so, by whom." 

" Have you any order from the deputy- 
governor?" 

" Why, no, sir," responded the runner, 
insinuatingly. " I thought that would not 
be necessary between you and me." 

" Well, well, I suppose you must have 
your own way, Townshend. You're a 
dangerous man to cross." And the old 
gentleman wagged his head in a blandly 
himiorous manner, and made a little golden 
music with his bunch of seals. "The 
numbers of the notes are here, are they ? 
From 82961 to 80. Very good." Here 
he rang a silver bell, which presently pro^ 
duced an official personage, something 
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between a gentleman-usher and a pew- 
opener, " You may show this party over 
the cancelled department, James ; and let 
Mr. Townshend investigate anything he 
pleases." 

With a not over-courteous nod, the old 
gentleman resumed his study of a certain 
enormous volume, that looked, said Mar- 
maduke, like the quarto edition of Chaucer, 
but which, it is reasonable to conclude, 
was something else. We were straightway 
conducted through several vast and echoing 
chambers, into a spacious fire-proof vault, 
where the notes that had been paid into 
the Bank awaited the periodical crema- 
tion. 

** A week later, and we might not have 
been in time," remarked the Bow Street 
runner, " since every bank-note is burned 
within a month of its having found its way 
home again. If Sir Massingberd has come 



THE BANK-NOTES. 181 

to a violent end, and been robbed of his 
money, we shall probably find it all here, 
as those who despoiled him would be 
anxious to get the notes changed at once.'' 
Our guide led the way to a certain depart- 
ment of the chamber, with the same accu- 
racy which a student would evince with 
respect to a shelf in his own library, and 
took up in his hand a bundle of one-pound 
notes; they were for the most part very 
dirty and greasy, but he separated one 
from the other with a surprising ease and 
celerity, reading out the numbers as he 
did so. "82900, 1, 2, 3— now we are 
getting near it," observed the ojBBcial. 
" Let us see, 951, is it not ?" 

"82961," gasped T, "and the next 
nineteen." I could scarcely frame the 
words, so great was my excitement. Mar- 
maduke's eyes gleamed with anxiety and 
impatience ; and even Mr. Gerard held his 
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breath, while the clerk continued, in a dry, 
mechanical tone : 

'' 51, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 wanting— 7, 8, 9 aU 
wanting. 82960— -here you have it; 61 
wanting ; 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9. :^There are 
none of them here. Stop a bit. 82977 — 
that's one, isn't it ?" 

"Yes," cried I, "that^s one. Pray, 
let me look at it." 

" Certainly not, sir," responded the 
official, severely. "With regard to Mr. 
Townshend, I have my orders, but as re- 
spects him only." 

" Perfectly right," remarked the Bow 
Street rmmer, approvingly. " Then please 
to give it to me, my man. Are there any 
more ?" 

" Yes, there are-78, 79, 80." 

*^Good. That is four in all, then." 
The detective took them up, and showed 
them to me : of course, I could not id^atify 
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them ; but still I felt some awe to think 
what hands — hands imbued with blopd, 
perchance — ^those notes might have passed 
through since I had seen Sir Massingberd 
thrust them into his pocket. 

" I cannot cany these away with me, 
my good friend, I suppose ?" inquired Mr. 
Townshend, persuasively. 

" By no manner of means, Mr. Runner," 
replied the guardian of these unctuous 
treasures, with dignity. ** His Majesty him- 
self would never be so mad as to ask such a 
thing. A written order from the governor 
himself would not permit you to do it.*' 

" Very good, sir ; then we won't trouble 
the governor to write one," returned the 
detective, dryly. "What I must know, 
however — ^permission or no permission — ^is 
this : by whose hand were these sweet- 
smeUing and precious articles paid into the 
Bank of England?*' 
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It would have been amusing, under less 
anxious circumstances, to have watched 
the demeanour of these two personages, 
each jealous of the dignity of those by 
whom he was employed, and neither in the 
least disposed to surrender one tittle of his 
delegated authority. 

" That information will, no doubt, be 
supphed to you," replied the official, stiffly, 
** if it is thought right — and not otherwise. 
Follow me, gentlemen, if you please, and I' 
will direct you to the office where such an 
appKcation may be made." 

This we did ; and I am bound to say, 
met with very great civihty from the super- 
intendent of the department in question. 
In spite of the admirable and systematic 
manner in which the huge establishment 
was carried on, it was not easy, and in 
many cases would have been impossible, to 
discover what individual had paid in any 
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particular note ; but every pains and 
trouble were taken in our behalf, to effect 
this. Out of the four notes, only one, 
No. 82979, could be identified as having 
been received from any particular person — 
one Mr. WorraU, a silk-merchant in the 
City. Having expressed our warmest 
thanks to the authorities, we immediately 
called a coach, and started off to this 
gentleman's warehouse. We were so for- 
tunate as to find him in, although he was 
just upon the point of setting forth to his 
private residence. Upon an examination 
of his books, we discovered no record of 
the bank-note about which we were con- 
cerned ; still, he frankly owned to us that 
such memoranda were not kept with exces- 
sive accuracy. " It is possible yet that the 
people at the Bank may have been cor- 
rect,'* observed he. " You had better return 
there ; and since the matter is one of life 
VOL. n. N 
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and death, I do not mind confiding to you, 
that if that note has passed ' through -ott 
hands at all, it 'will have iJie letter W, 
in red, upon the back of it; it is vety 
small, but still can be deciphered ■without a 
magnifying.glass.'' 

"There was no mark,*' observed I, 
" upon any: of the notes I saw.'* 

** There was a mark," remarked the 
Bow Street runner, reflectively ; and I am 
pretty sure it was upon this very note. - It 
is no wonder that you did not see it, young 
gentleman, since your livehhood does not 
depend, as mine does, upon keeping my eyes 
about me. The mark in question was also 
almost obliterated by the red " Cancelled" 
which the Bank had placed upon the note; 
but as far as I could make it out, it was 
the letter 0." 

" That is the private mark of the Metro- 
politan Oil Company," exclaimed Mr. Wor- 
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rail, without hesitation. "Although, indeed, 
because I have told my own secrets, I am 
not sure that I am justified in revealing 
thoseof ' dther people. Their offices are in 
the very next street -to thi«.'' 

Off we started Kke hounds, who, after, a 
check, have once more struck the scent. 
Business in the City had by this time 
greatly diminished, and many of the fihops 
were closed; but the 'Oil Company's em- 
porium, as behoved it, was lighted up from 
cellar to garret, to give assurance to the 
,world that what they sold could turn night, 
.and even London fog, into day. Notwith- 
standing the extreme luminosity of the 
premises, we found the accounts of the 
establishment, however, rather opaque and 
.complicated; "and although nothing could 
exceed the pains which the clerks put them- 
selves to upon our account, it was several 
hours before No. 82979 could be identified. 
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both as respected its incoming and out- 
going. Finally, however, we gleaned the 
certain information that the note in ques- 
tion had been received only a day or two 
previously by the Oil Company from a Mr. 
Vanderseld, the skipper of a foreign vessel, 
then lying in the port of London, but 
which, he had informed them, was to sail 
immediately. He had bought a small quan- 
tity of oil for his cabin lamps, and taken it 
with him, but had ordered a large supply 
to be sent to his address in Hamburg, and 
with this address we were made acquainted. 

"Well, Mr. Townshend," quoth Mr. 
Harvey Gerard, as we rolled homewards in 
a hackney-coach, after seven hours of this 
man-hunting, "what think you that this 
news portends ? Is the game still afoot, 
or is it only dead game— quarry ?'* 

" I can speak with no sort of certainty 
yet," replied the Bow Street runner; " but 
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next to all the notes having been paid into 
the Bank on the 17th or so — which, as I 
told you, would have almost indicated Sir 
MassiQgberd's murder and robbery, with- 
out any doubt — I know of no worse tidings 
than this, of their having come from Ham- 
burg. There's a regular agency abroad, 
and particularly in that town, for the sale 
of Bank of England notes dishonestly come 
by. If a thief cannot get to the Bank 
immediately, to turn his plunder into gold, 
he sends it across the water ; and then it 
comes back to us at home, through honest 
hands enough. We must communicate, of 
course, with Vanderseld; but the proba- 
bility is that he will be unable to give us 
any information. These sea-fellows take 
account of nothing except what concerns 
their own trade. He may remember the 
quarter that the wind was blowing from 
upon the day he had the note, to a nicety ; 
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bat he won't have' a ; notion, .bless > 7011^. as 
to who paid it him. No— it*s the. worst 
sign yet, to my mind, that that 'ero^ note 
has come through foreign handfu But 
don't you be down-hearted, my young 
gentleman,'' added the Bow Street runner, 
addressing himself to Marmaduke, who 
looked very fagged and amdous ; " I'll find 
your respected uncle, mind you, let him be 
where he will ; and if he's dead, why, you 
shall see his corpse, though I have to dig 
it up with my finger-nails." With which 
comforting statement we had, for that 
evening, to be content. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

A BENEVOLENT STRANGER. 

HAViNa written to Mr. Vanderseld of Ham- 
biii^^ there was. nothing, pending the re- 
ception of his reply, for even Mr. Towns- 
hend to do beyond his favourite occupation 
of keeping his eyes open. We advertised, 
however, in the ** Morning Chronicle'' (a 
print that at that time was far from look- 
ing forward, to death from want of circu- 
lation, and the having its eyes closed by a 
penny piece), in the. "Times,'- and in the 
"Sun,'* and offered a reward of one hun-. 
dred; guineas for tidings of the missing 
baronet; nor, in spite of the Bow Street 
Kunner'a depreciating' remarks upon this 
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point, were our efforts in that direction 
wholly thrown away. A ftdl description 
of Sir Massingberd had appeared in the 
above newspapers for ten successive days, 
and on the eleventh, the following informa- 
tion came of it. We were all breakfasting 
in Harley Street, Mr. Long having come 
up from Fairbum the previous day, when 
the butler informed us that there was a 
man waiting in the hall, who wished to see 
" H. G.,*' who had put a certain adver- 
tisement into the " Sun** newspaper. 
" Show him in here at once, George," 
quoth Mr. Gerard, rubbing his hands. 
" How pleased I shall be if we learn what 
we wish to know, after all, without any 
help from Bow Street. I beg you will 
take a chair, sir." These last words were 
addressed to a very respectable-looking 
person, whom the servant had ushered in, 
and who bowed to us in a very decorous 
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and unassuming fashion. He was attired 
in lialf-nioumiQg, and carried a little black 
leather bag and an umbrella — the latter a 
less common companion in these days than 
a cane is now — as though he had just come 
off a journey. 

" I have called, gentlemen," said he, 
" simply in consequence of seeing a notice 
respecting the disappearance of a certain 
individual of whose whereabouts I am in a 
position to inform you." 

" Is Sir Massingberd Heath alive, sir ?" 
gasped Marmaduke. 

" Heaven be praised, he is,, sir," re- 
sponded the stranger, fervently. 

" Umph," ejaculated Mr. Gerard, with 
less piety. 

Mr. Long coughed behind his fingers, 
but otherwise kept a discreet sHence. 

" You know him, do you, sir ?" inquired 
our host. 
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" I know Irim well enough by sight, i^; 
at least, your advertised description of his . 
personal appearance is accurate," resumed 
our visitor. " His height, his beard, the 
curious indentation upon his forehead, are 
all characteristic of the man whom I saw 
last night, and whom I have seen every 
day for weeks. He is living under the 
name of Daneton, at Nutgall, a village in 
Cambridgeshire, near which I reside. I 
have not the slightest doubt whatever, of 
his identity. As for knowing him, except 
by sight, however, I cannot say that I do. 
Without meaning offence, or wishing to hurt 
the feelings of relations, I may observe that 
his mode of life is scarcely one to make 
acquaintance with him advantageous. If. 
I may speak without reserve upon the 
matter, I should state that he drank con- 
siderably, to the extent, indeed, the land- 
lord of the inn has informed me, of, at 
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least,, a- bottle and, a half of Erench brandy 
per diemi^ 

"That Trmst be; my uncle," observed 
Marmaduke, naively.. 

" He is so, siTi witliout a doubt," con-, 
tinned the stranger. "I do not seek for 
any pecuniary reward ; but having seen your 
, advertisement, I thought it my duty to 
come up hither, and reheve the feelings of 
anxious relatives." 

Here the door opened, and Mr. Towns- 
hend walked in unannounced, as it was his 
custom to do. Merely nodding to us all, 
as though he was an inmate of the house, 
he sat down at the table with his back to 
the visitor, and helped himself to a roll 
and butter. 

Mr. Gerard explained briefly the stran- 
ger's errand to' the officer of justice, and 
then observed^. "Are we to understand, 
then, that you have been so good as to 
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come all the way from Nutgall hither, ex- 
pressly to give us this information ?*' 

" No, sir," responded the man with 
frankness ; " I should deceive you if I were 
to say that much. I have business in the 
City to-day, and arrived so far by coach ; 
I came on hither, merely a few miles be- 
yond my mark ; that is all for which you 
are indebted to me." 

" That is a great deal," observed Mr. 
Long, warmly. " We take it very kindly 
that you should have done so much." 

" I thought it only my duty, sir," re- 
pHed the visitor, modestly. " The trouble 
I do not take into account." 

" What a pity the gentleman did not 
think of writing by the post," observed. 
Mr. Townshend, still proceeding with his 
breakfast; "that would have saved him 
this long expedition, and us many days of 
anxiety." 
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" That is very true/' returned the 
stranger ; " but the fact is, one does not 
always like to answer advertisements in 
that way.. How did I know who *H. G.' 
was? I thought also that a personal 
interview would be more satisfactory. I 
am a poor man, but I did not grudge the 
chance of losing an hour or two on an 
errand of charity." 

" Tou are very good,'* answered Mar- 
maduke, gloomily. 

" And you must, please, permit us," 
added Mr. Long, taking out his purse, "to 
at least reimburse you for that loss of time." 

" It seems to me," observed Mr. Towns- 
hend, speaking with his mouth full, " that 
this gentleman is about to be rather hardly 
dealt by. It is true that a guinea, or even 
half a one, may repay him for his lost time ; 
but if his intelligence respecting Sir Mas- 
singberd Heath turns out to be such as he 
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represents it, lie will be entitled to the 
hundred guineas reward." 

'" I never thought of that," observed 
Mr. Long, returning his purse to his 
pocket not without a blush. " I hope,tBir, 
that you will acquit me of any sordid design 
in what I proposed to do." 

** Most certainly, sir," returned rihe 
stranger, with animation; "and indeed 
your views, as you just expressed them, 
are quite in accordance with my own. I 
have no wish whatever for the reward in 
question ; to have done my duty is, I hope, 
a sufficient recompense for me. On the 
'^other hand, I cannot well afford to lose 
these two or three hours which have been 
expended in your service. A couple of 
guineas would quite repay me for this, and 
even leave the obligation upon my side. ' ' 

There was a silence for a httie, during 
which Mr. Long gazed inquiringly at -Mr. 
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Gerard, and he, in his turn, looked towariis 
Mr. Townshend; then, as though the 
•back of that gentleman's head had been 
cognizant that counsel was demanded 
of it, the Bow Street runner spoke 'as 
follows : 

" It would be nothing less than a fraud, 
in my opinion, if this good gentleman's 
generosity is taken advantage of iu the way 
he suggests. If the management of this 
business is to be in my hands, I should say 
let us behave with rectitude at least, if not 
with liberality. The hundred guineas are 
fidrly his, if he is correct in what he has 
told us ; whereas, if he is not correct — since 
no mistake can have occurred in the matter, 
• by his own showing — why, this is merely 
an attempt to extort money under false 
pretences." 

" Really, Mr. Townshend," cried my 
tutor, starting to his feet, '*I think your 
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profession of thief-catching makes you very 
unscrupulous in your imputations." 

For my own part, I felt excessively in- 
dignant too ; and so, I think, would Mar- 
maduke have done, had he not been pre- 
occupied with his own thoughts. Lucy 
blushed, and cast down her eyes. Her 
father quietly observed, " Mr. Townshend 
may have been somewhat plain-spoken, but 
what he has said is common sense. If you 
will be good enough to leave your address 
at Nutgall with us, sir, we shall communi- 
cate with you as soon as we have convinced 
ourselves of the truth of your suspicions ; 
and then we shall not only have compensa- 
tion but apologies to offer you.'' 

" Very good, sir," rejoined the visitor 
coolly. "My address is upon that card. 
If I had known the sort of reception that 
awaited me here, I should not perhaps have 
been so anxious to do my duty. Gentle- 
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men, I wish you good-day. I am sorry to 
have interrupted your repast," 
. . " Don't mention it, my good sir," ob- 
served the Bow Street runner, as he dis- 
posed of his third slice of ham. " I have 
toeated you as no stranger, I assure you." 

To this sarcasm the visitor made no 
reply, but bowing to the rest of the com- 
pany, was about to withdraw with poUte 
severity, when Mr. Long stepped forward, 
and took him by the hand. " I beheve you 
are a kindly -hearted man," cried he, " who 
has been grievously wronged by those 
whom you have attempted to benefit ; but in 
any case, it cannot do you any harm to have 
shaken hands with an honest man, and one 
who is a humble minister of the gospel." 

I could have jumped up and shaken 
hands with the stranger also, but a false 
shame prevented me. I thought that 
Townshend was only waiting for the poor 
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fellow to go to become contemptuously 
cynical upon those who had shown any be- 
lief in him. The Bow Street runner, how- 
ever, said never a word, but proceeded with 
his interminable breakfast. 

Mr. Long was speechless with indigna- 
tion. I saw Lucy Gerard cast an approv- 
ing glance at my excellent tutor, and then an 
imploring one towards her father, who was 
biting his hps, as if to restrain his laughter. 
At last, the rector broke silence. " I 
gather from what you have stated, Mr. 
Townshend, that you will scarcely consider 
it worth while to go down to Nutgall, or 
make any further inquiry into the circum- 
stances of which you have just heard.*' 

" It will certainly not be worth my 
while," returned the Bow Street ruiiner 
curtly. 

" Then I shall go down into Cambridge- 
shire myself," observed my tutor. 
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" Very good, sir. If time were less 
valuable to me, it would give me a great 
deal of pleasure to accompany you." 

" My dear Peter," remarked my tutor, 
taking no notice of tliis wicked banter, 
** wliat do you say to coming with me ?" 

Even if I had been less disposed to do 
this than I was, I should still have readily 
consented to be the rector's travelling com- 
panion, for to refuse would have been to 
declare myself upon the enemy's side. 

Accordingly, we set off upon this 
amateur detective expedition that very 
day; and on the following evening re- 
turned to Harley Street, having possessed 
ourselves of this important information : 
That benevolence is sometimes assumed for 
the base purpose of making a few shillings, 
and that advertisements are occasionally 
taken advantage of to the conftision of 
those who insert them. There was really 
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a village called Niitgall ; that was the one 
fact that the respectable person in half- 
monming had brought along with his black 
leather bag and silk umbrella. There was 
not a public-house in the place where Sir 
Massingberd could have procured that 
bottle and a half of French brandy, had he 
been ever so disposed to dissipation, or 
even where we ourselves could get bread 
and cheese. 

I verily beUeve, at the time of his dis- 
enchantment, my revered tutor would 
rather that the baronet had been really at 
Nutgall, and in the humour and condition 
to wage implacable war against poor Mar- 
maduke, than have given such an opportu- 
nity of triumph to the man of Bow Street. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

BETTER THAN A BLUNDERBUSS. 

It was the Runner's custom to call at Mr. 
Gerard's every evening, no matter how 
often he might have been there during the 
day, in order to report progress, or that 
there was none; and when his knock at 
the jfront-door was heard, I perceived the 
rector wince upon his chair, like one who 
has been roasted a Httle already, and ex- 
pects to be before the fire again imme- 
diately. Mr. Townshend, however, did not 
even so much as aUude to our Will-o'-the- 
Wisp pursuit, cautioned, perhaps, not to 
do so by our host, or besought by his 
daughter, as I fancy. I do not think that 
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the gravity of the intelligence he brought 
with him would, of itself, have blunted Mr. 
Townshend's appetite for acrimonious jest- 
ing, which was insatiable ; and, indeed, the 
issues of Death or Life, and of Lost or 
Found, formed so much the ordinary busi- 
ness of his life, that any discovery, no 
matter of what nature, disturbed him as 
little as jfinding a gentleman with his head 
off disturbs the King of Dahomey. 

" Well, Mr. Long, I am glad to see you 
back again," said he; "you are the very 
man I want. Does a farmer of the name 
of Arabel happen to reside in or near your 
parish ?" 

" He lives at Tairbum, within a stone's 
throw " 

" You will never make a Bow Street 
runner," interrupted Mr. Townshend, 
shaking his head. 

"Well, then," continued my tutor 
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good-humouredly, " if accuracy is so es- 
sential, I will say witlin half a mile and a 
few yards of my own Rectory." 

"That is better, sir," returned the 
detective gravely. " And what sort of a 
character do you consider this man to 
bear?" 

" Mr. Arabel is an honest man and a 
good churchman," replied the rector posi- 
tively ; " and but for a little ^occasional ex- 
cess-^ " 

"A drunkard, eh?" observed the Bow 
Street officer, briskly. 

"No, certainly not, Mr. Townshend. 
He takes too much liquor now and then, I 
beUeve ; but, I regret to say it, there are 
few more sober persons in my parish than 
Richard Arabel." 

"Indeed," observed the other reflec- 
tively ; " and yet he was the man who paid 
No. 82979 to Mr. Vanderseld, who trades 
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in grain. I have "beard from Hamburg, and 
have traced the note back again to Fair- 
bum. I start for that place this evening 
by post-chaise ; and if you or Mr. Mere- 
dith want a lift, I shall be happy to take 
one or both of you along with me." 

This intelligence astonished us all im- 
mensely, and my tutor and myself, who 
knew the farmer, more than the rest. 
Such news would have been itself sufficient 
to have taken the rector home at once ; be- 
sides, he was not only anxious, as usual, to 
get back to his own parish, but somewhat 
grudged our long-continued absence and 
intellectual holiday. There did not seem, 
too, to be any sort of necessity for my re- 
maining longer with Marmaduke, who had 
found, it was impossible to doubt, a com- 
panion far more capable of upholding and 
encouraging him than I. The Bow Street 
runner's offer was therefore accepted by 
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both of US ; and in a few hours we took 
our seats in the same vehicle for Midshire. 
The chaise was as roomy a one as could 
be procured, but still, as there was but one 
seat, I had to assume the position of " bod- 
kin " between my two companions. Their 
conversation was at first entirely confined 
to the. subject of our expedition, namely. 
Farmer Arabel, concerning whom the de- 
tective expressed his suspicions the more 
darkly, the more extravagantly he was 
eulogized by Mr. Long. So vehement was 
their dispute, that I did not like to inter- 
rupt it for a considerable period, during 
which I endured great inconvenience fi'om 
sitting upon a substance at once both sharp 
and hard, contained in one of Mr. Towns- 
hend's pockets. If he had been a lady of 
the present day, I should have known what 
it was, and perhaps have modestly suffered 
on without remonstrance; but since he 
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was not of the softer sex, and certainly 
did not wear crinoline, I ventured to ask 
what it was wliich inflicted such torture. 

" I beg your pardon, young gentleman," 
observed the Bow Street runner, removing 
the article objected to; "you was only 
sitting upon a pair of bracelets with which 
I may have perhaps to present Mr. Biohard 
Arabel." 

" You don't mean to say that you carry 
handcuffs in your pocket !" observed my 
tutor^ with a shudder of disgust. 

" I mean to say I do, and should as 
soon think of moving about without 'em, 
as without my hat and breeches," returned 
the runner, with a coolness that froze us 
both into a protracted silence. 

The rain fell heavily, as the night drew 
on, and dashed against the streaming panes 
with fitful violence. The wind and wet 
poured in together whenever the window 
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was put down to pay the postboys. I 
pitied the poor fellows, exposed to such 
weather, and was glad to see that Mr. 
Townshend paid them liberally. "There 
are no persons who are more open-handed 
travellers than your Bow Street runners," 
observed Mr. Long, when I remarked to 
him upon this circumstance in the absence 
of our friend, who had stepped out while 
we were chaaging horses somewhere, for 
brandy and water; **and the reason of 
their generosity is this, that other people 
have to pay for it." I had never heard 
my tutor utter so severe a speech, and I 
gathered from it that his indignation 
against our feUow-wayfarer was as poig- 
nant as ever ; and yet within half an hour 
it was fated that all his resentment should 
be neutralized by gratitude, leaving a large 
margin of the latter sentiment over and 
above. 
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The next stage was over a desolate, 
treeless heath, where the elements had 
their own way against us more than ever, 
and our vehicle seemed actually to shrink 
and shudder from the force of their on- 
slaught. All of a sudden, I was thrown 
forward against the opposite window by 
the stoppage of the postchaise. At first I 
thought a horse had fallen; but imme- 
diately afterwards the window next to Mr. 
Long was violently pushed down fi:*om 
without, and a something black and small, 
which was a pistol, was protruded into the 
carriage. 

" Your money or your hfe ! Come, be 
quick, ciirse you, and don't keep gentle- 
men waiting in the wet," said a rough 
voice. " Be quick, I say." A volley 
of oaths accompanied this unpleasant 
request. 

" I have only, a couple of guineas with 
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me," cried Mr. Long, quietly, "and you 
will not make it more by swearing." 

" That's a lie !" remarked the voice 
very uncivilly, " for you're a parson, you 
are, and they've always money enough. 
Ain't he a parson, postboy ? Didn't you 
say so, when. I asked you who you'd got 
inside there ? Come here, won't yer ?" 

At these words, one of the wretched 
postboys, shivering and dripping, came 
forward to the window, and stammered 
out, " Really, gentlemen, I couldn't help 
it ; he swore as he'd blow out my brains, 
if I didn't tell ; so I told him as one was a 
clergyman, I beheved, but the other 
two " 

"My name is Townshend," interrupted 
the Bow Street runner, with great dis- 
tinctness. " If you had happened to know 
that, boy, and had informed these gentle- 
men of the circumstance, I am sure they 
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would never have stopped us, unless, in- 
deed, it was to inquire after my health/* 
At the same time he thrust his broad face 
out of the window into the light thrown by 
a lantern carried by one of the robbers ; 
for there were several dim forms on horse- 
back, as I could now perceive. If a blun- 
derbuss had been exhibited instead, it could 
not have caused one-half of the panic which 
the sight of his features occasioned ; each 
robber turned his hsck at once, as though 
to prevent the recognition being mutual, 
and spurred away into the darkness, leav- 
ing nothing but the dismounted postboy to 
evidence that they were not mere phantoms 
of the night. 

" Get to your saddle, and make you up 
for lost time," said the Eunner sternly; 
and when this mandate had been obeyed, 
and we were once more on our way, he 
added, " That postboy sold us ; I saw him 
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wluspering to a man on horseback in 
the inn-yard while I was taking some 
drink in the back-parlour ; he was never 
asked any question when the chaise was 
stopped. That was Jerry Atherton, too, 
who put his shooting-iron in at that win- 
dow; I should know his voice though a 
mob were shouting with him. A man who 
wishes to do something of which the con- 
sequ^ices are so very serious, should not 
only wear crape, but keep his mouth shut." 

" We have to thank you very much, I 
am sure," said Mr. Long. " It was a great 
providence for us that you were with us." 

" VeryUkely, sir," returned Mr. Towns- 
hend, grimly ; " but not for Jerry, nor yet 
for the postboy." 



CHAPTER XIY. 

THE FALSE SCENT. 

I AM. now drawing near the end of this 
strange eventful narrative, and my readers 
will learn in a chapter or two what has in 
reality become of Lost Sir Massingberd : 
whether he lies dead in FairbmTi Chase, 
notwithstanding that strict search of ours, 
or somewhere else, conveyed by foemen's 
hands ; or if, alive, he keeps in hiding nigh, 
for some evil end, or has even left British 
soil for a time, to return, according to his 
threat, on a day when he is least expected. 
If his real whereabouts and true position 
have been guessed, then is he who hit upon 
it a wiser man, not only than I was at that 
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time (whicli miglit easily be), but wiser 
thaii tliat genius of Bow Street, whose 
eye was reported to see further into very 
millstones than any man alive of his time. 
He arrived at Fairburn with his handcuffs 
and his suspicions, and would, I verily be- 
lieve, have made me his stalking-horse 
whereby to come down upon the guileless 
Farmer Arabel, and extract what might 
be tantamount to a confession. 

" You know him, Mr. Meredith," he had 
observed to me in his frankest tone, as we 
walked out together after breakfast, on the 
morning after our arrival ; " and I look to 
you to make the matter easy. We will 
step over to the farm at once, if you please, 
and have a glass of home-brewed with the 
good man, when, I dare say, he will tell us 
what we want to know, and exculpate him- 
self at the same time." 

" Mr. Townshend," I replied, gravely, 
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" I have been made a catspaw of already, 
within a few weeks, and until the re- 
membrance of that event has worn off very 
considerably, I shall not act that part again." 
" Very good, sir," responded the Eim- 
ner, cheerfully. " I only thought, that be- 
ing a well-wisher to the person in question, 
you might have made the thing less un- 
pleasant for him. If you went with me, 
introducing me as a gentleman from Lon-* 
don, anxious to see good farming, for in- 
stance — that 'ud tickle him — I could bring 
the subject of the note into conversation ; 
then, if he explained to my satisfaction, as 
he wiU doubtless be able to do, how he got 
possession of it, it will not be necessary to 
inquire further. He need never know as a 
police-officer had been down here with dar- 
bies in his pocket, upon the chance of hav- 
ing to fit them on his wrists upon the 
charge of Wilful Murder." 
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" There is certainly sometliing in that," 
said I, musingly. 

" There is everything in it/' returned 
Mr. Townshend, stepping carelessly over 
the style, on the other side of which ran 
the pathway to Mr. Arabel's residence. 
" The idea of this man's guilt being, as you 
say, quite preposterous, it would only be a 
kindness on your part to spare his feelings. 
That's a fine stout old. fellow looking 
at those men at work in yonder field, a 
sort of man that carries his years better 
than one sees people do in London: I 
should say, now, that might be the farmer 
himself." 

" Really," said I, stopping short, " I 
think you had better do this business of 
yours alone, Mr. Townshend. I have eaten 
and drunk in Mr. Arabel's house, and to be 
concerned in any such errand as this seems 
but a poor return for his hospitality." 
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"All, it is him, is it?" Very good, 
sir. Well, you may just please yourself as 
to accompanying me now. When I have 
once set eyes on my man it is not my habit 
to lose sight of him. Still, you might have 
made it easier — for /am, that is. It is no 
matter to me whether the thing is done soft 
or hard.'' And the Bow Street runner 
stepped along as he spoke, like a diligent 
man who sees his work cut out before him. 

After a moment's indecision, I followed 
upon Mr. Townshend's heels. 

" That's right, young gentleman," ob- 
served he, approvingly, but without even 
turning his head. " Those is turnips, I 
suppose, and very good they are with 
capers and a leg of mutton ; as to wheat, I 
am not acquainted with it, at least, so as 
to know it from oats and barley, unless 
when it's in ear. Agriculture is one of 
them things to which I have not yet given 
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my attention ; but I means to do so, and I 
have come here for wrinkles concerning it, 
remember that, if you please. '^ 

" Very well," said I, sheepishly, for I 
was obhged to confess to myself that Mr. 
Townshend had got the better of me ; and 
in a few more strides we had got within ear- 
shot of the farmer. This was not indeed 
very near, but Mr. Arabel had excellent 
lungs, and bade me welcome as soon as he 
hadrecognized me. 

"Glad to see you, as hkewise any 
friend of yours. Master Meredith. So the 
rector is back, I hear ; and the wise folks 
in London can tell no more what has be- 
come of Sir Massingberd than we poor 
folks." 

" No, Mr. Arabel, they cannot ; on the 

-contrary," said I, determined that there 

should be no hypocrisy upon my part at least, 

" here is one of them, who is come down to 
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Fairbum for information, and relies upon 
you to give it to him too." 

" I should like to know when you saw 
Sir Massingberd last/' observed the Bow 
Street runner quietly, "and under what 
circumstances?" 

" That is soon told," returned the far- 
mer simply; "but perhaps you would 
rather step in out of the cold, and take a 
drop of something while you hear it." 

"No, I thank you," said I, firmly, 
determined that the laws of hospitality 
should not be thus infringed with my con- 
sent, "I must return to the Eectoryatonce." 

" Then I wiU walk with you," observed 
the farmer civilly, " and tell you all I know 
in a few words. The fact is, the squire 
and I had not been on good terms for a 
length of time before his disappearance. 
He was a bad landlord, and did not know 
how to behave to a teipant as would have 
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done Ms duty by Mm. He wanted Ms own 
rent paid to the day, and never had to ask 
it from me, for that matter ; but when he 
owed a little money himself, it was dread- 
ful hard to get it out of Mm. There hap- 
pened to be something due from Mm to me 
— it was a small matter, made up of little 
things — corn for that horse he bought for 
Master Marmaduke, among others, but the 
thing had been owing for a year or more. 
I had not deducted it from the rent, and 
therefore he ought to have been the readier 
to pay it ; but he was not ; and at last I 
cut up rough about it, and went to the 
Hall myself on the 15th of last month, 
and then we rather fell out together, the 
Squire and me." 

** You quarrelled, did you?'* remarked 
Mr. Townshend, carelessly. 

" Well, yes, we did quarrel ; lea'stways, 
I did. Sir Massingberd always quarrelled 
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with whoever asked him for payment, so 
that was nothing. I said that I would not 
leave the house without the money ; but at 
last I did leave upon his solemn promise to 
pay me the next day, that was the very 
day of his disappearance, and he did pay 
me, with as many oaths as one-pound notes 
into the bargain." 

**He paid you these on the 15th of 
November, then," observed the detective. 

"On the 16th," replied the farmer. 
"I've got a memorandum of it in my 
pocket-book ; here it is, and the number of 
the notes 82977 to80; there was four in all." 

"And those notes you sent to your 
London agent along with more, and you 
got some foreign stuff back from Hamburg 
in exchange for them." 

" And how the deuce come you to know 
that?" exclaimed the farmer in extreme 
astonishment. 
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" Well, it is my business to know a good 
many things/' returned the Bow Street 
runner, getting over the stile rather sulkily, 
for he was well aware by this time that there 
would be no employment for his favourite 
bracelets. 

" Well, that may be your friend's busi- 
ness," quoth Mr. Arabel, looking after his 
retreating form, "but I'm gormed if he 
looks like it. I should have said he was 
an individual in the same hne as myself, 
only fatter, and though I say it as shouldn't 
say it, a sight more foolish." 

"Nay," said I, "he is not a foohsh 
man, Mr. Arabel, far from it ; although I 
think he has come down to Fairbum upon 
a fool's errand." 



CHAPTER XV. 



"let it be Peter's godchild." 



I HAVE said that I am approaching the 
conclusion of this my story, and so in 
truth I am, so far as the readers thereof 
are concerned in it. They will soon be 
put in possession of its secret, and close 
this volume, not altogether without regret, 
as I hope. But for me, and those who 
played their parts in this drama of mystery, 
months and years went by without the 
least clue to its solution. Fairbum Hall 
remained without a master, although not 
untenanted. The same servants occupied 
it as before, and expected, although with 
less and less of certainty, that the Squire 
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would presently return and claim his own 
again. The principal rooms, as was stated, 
had been locked up and sealed ever since 
his disappearance, and the very neighbour- 
hood of their doors had begun to be avoided 
after dark. Noises were afl&rmed to have 
been heard in them, both canine and 
human — doubtless the ghostly talk held 
between Grimjaw and Sir Massingberd, 
who had now no longer any reason for 
silence concerning that evil deed in which 
they had been concerned together so long 
ago. The baronet's voice was also heard 
in the Park and Chase, especially upon 
windy nights, cursing and threatening in a 
very vehement and life-like manner, so that 
his preserves were almost as well protected 
by the terror of his absence as they had 
been by that of his presence. Reckless, 
indeed, must have been the poacher who 
wired hares or slaughtered pheasants in the 
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Home Spinney, where the dread Sir Mas- 
singberd must have met with his end, or 
been spirited awaj^ no man knew how or 
whither. Had it not been for this super- 
stitious awe, Ohver Bradford would have 
found it diflGlcult to guard his master's 
game, for the old keeper, crippled with 
age and rheumatism, could no longer watch 
o' nights himself, nor could he easily induce 
his subordinates to do so, unless in pairs. 
They, too, had little liking to be alone in 
the Home Spinney after dusk, nor near the 
Wolsey Oak, which of late years had had 
certain portentous tenants in the shape of 
the two ravens, which were for ever flying 
to and fro between it and their lodging in 
the church tower. The old ancestral 
saying— 

" HI for Heaths when raven's croak 
Bodeful comes from Wolsey's Oak" — 

was remembered and repeated by the old 
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folks of Fairburn to the rising generation 
with many a solemn head-shake and signi- 
ficant pursing of the lips. Yet, oddly 
enough, the general opinion, even of these 
ancient gossips, was, that Sir Massingberd 
was yet ahve. The misfortune prophesied 
by the ravens was held to concern the 
family, or, in other words, young Marma- 
duke, rather than his uncle. If the be- 
haviour of these intelligent birds pro- 
claimed that the Squire was dead, they 
deserved rather to be held as doves of 
good tidings than what they were. No; 
Sir Massingberd was ahve, and would turn 
up some day or other, wickeder than ever. 
His return was as confidently looked for 
by many of his vassals, as that of Bar- 
barossa was wont to be. 

This was not, of course, the case with 
reasonable persons, hke Mr. Long, and, I 
may add, myself. When a twelvemonth 
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had elapsed since liis disappearance, we 
both entreated Marmaduke to come down 
to Fairburn, and take possession of what 
might fairly be considered his own. Mr. 
Gerard and Mr. Clint were equally anxious 
that he should do this, but all persuasion 
was unavaihng. The most that could be 
extracted from him was the promise that, 
when he came of age, a year and a half 
hence, he would do as we pleased. It 
seemed to us, indeed, the height of impro- 
babihty that his imcle should still be in the 
land of the living ; it seemed so to the 
money-lenders, who showed themselves 
anxious to accommodate the young man 
with enormous loans at a very trifling 
rate of interest ; but to the heir himself it 
by no means appeared so certain. There 
was something characteristic, he thought, 
of his terrible uncle in this mysterious 
withdrawal from human ken, with the 
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fiendish object of throwing eveiytliing out 
of gear for years, and thus striking terror 
by his sudden reappearance. If he did re* 
appear and found another — ^and that one his 
hated nephew — ^in the enjoyment of his 
property, how diaboUcal would be his 
wrath ! There was often quite a subhmity 
of passion evinced by the old baronet upon 
very sUght occasions ; but all such displays, 
compared to what would happen in the 
case supposed, would have been but as a 
cavalry inspection at the Curragh to the 
Balaklava charge. Such were the thoughts, 
I am convinced, which actuated Marma- 
duke, although he did not express them. 
He confined himself to stating that he did 
not consider he had a right to take pos- 
session of Fairbum until the time he 
mentioned had elapsed (nor, indeed, was 
he legally entitled to do so for seven years), 
and I doubt if he would have given even 
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that promise, had he not felt sure that 
some revelation would be made in the mean- 
time. 

But no such revelation was made, and 
the day of Marmaduke Heath's majority- 
came round at last. Whether he would 
even then have .put his purpose of coming 
down to Fairburn into effect, had it de- 
pended solely upon himself, I cannot say, 
but he had by that time other interests to 
consult beside his own. Marmaduke Heath 
and Lucy Gerard were man and wife ; nor, 
if you had sought all England through, 
would you have chanced upon a nobler- 
looking couple. At that period, although 
it was not so afterwards, the dependence, 
the reliance, the looking up for comfort and 
for counsel, so natural and so endearing in 
wedded life, were upon the wrong side — 
upon Marmaduke's, not Lucy's. All that 
was done in respect to his affairs was done 
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by her ; lie only thought about doing them, 
and resisted their being done until the very 
last, when, all other means having failed, 
her sweet voice was called in by the coun- 
cillors for his good, and always succeeded. 
In one matter only had Marmaduke refused 
even to listen to her — he had insisted upon 
raising a very large sum upon his now ex- 
cellent expectations, and setthng it upon 
her before his marriage. In vain he had 
been assured that such a settlement was 
unnecessary, and the interest he would have 
to pay for the money borrowed, absolutely 
thrown away. The young man had his way 
in this; and on the day after the exe- 
cution of the deed in question they were 
married. I had determined within my- 
self not to be present at that wedding, 
in spite of a very pressing invitation, 
and although Mr. Long himself at- 
tended it. 

VOL. II. Q 
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" What,, not go to see Marmaduke mnv 
ried ?" cried my tutor, when I told him of 
this intention. I call him still by .that 
name, although he was at this time merely 
my host, with whom I was stopping during 
one of my Oxford vacations. "Why, 
Meredith, you astonish me beyond measure. 
I am sure that neither of them will think I 
have rightly married them, unless you are 
there to be bridegroom's man. Why, Lucy 
Gerard loves you, Peter, almost as mudi as 
she does Marmaduke himself; while Mr. 
Gerard, between you and me, would, I 

think, have preferred " Then I broke 

down all of a sudden, and laid my fece be- 
tween my hands upon the table^ and sobbed 
like a child. 

•* Peter, Peter, my dear boy," exclaimed 
the Rector, laying his fingers — ^ah, so piti- 
fully — ^upon my head ; " I had not dreamed 
of this. Poor lad, poor lad, God comfort 
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you and strengthen you ; I feel for you as 
though you were my very own son. What 
blind worms must we have been not to have 
seen this before ; or, rather, how bravely 
must you have hidden it from ns all 1 She 
doesn't know it, does she? I trust not. 
Then let her never know it, Peter. I do 
not speak of others, for yom* feelings de- 
serve to be considered as much, and more, 
-dear lad. But, oh, think of hers. What 
bitterness will mingle with her cup of hap- 
piness upon that day, when she feels that 
you are absent from such a cause — for she 
will guess the cause at once, Peter." 

" I will be ill," groaned I. " Heaven 
knows that I shall feel ill enough, and that 
shall be my excuse." 

** And do you think Marmaduke would 
marry, knowing that his best friend lies ill 
^and alone here ? He would never do that. 
They would feel, I hope, too, that if it were 
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SO, I should not have left you. No, Peter ; 
you have been very strong hitherto — be 
strong unto the end. Let her never know 
that you have suffered and are suffering 
now for her sweet sake." 

" I will do what you think is best, dear 
old friend," said I; "but please to leave 
me by myself a little just now." 

And he did so ; and I battled with my 
own heart and subdued it, and when Mar- 
maduke and Lucy were married I was pre- 
' sent. 

" My dear Peter, your hand is as cold 
as a stone !" exclaimed the bridegroom, 
when he wished me " Good-bye" that day. 
But Lucy said nothing, save " Good-bye, 
Peter ;" and even to that I could not reply. 
They were very happy, those two, as indeed 
they deserved to be. Whatever was want- 
ing at that time in him, her good sense sup- 
plied ; while in her,* neither then nor after- 
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wards, was there anytliing wanting. She 
had sympathized as much as lay in her 
power in the tastes and opinions of her 
father ; she had had a bringing-up which, 
in these days, would have at least resulted 
in what is called a strong-minded woman, 
rather as opposed to a gentle one. This 
could scarcely, indeed, have been the case 
with Lucy, but her marriage with Marma- 
duke made it impossible. Her mind had 
heretofore been, as it were, aU orchard, 
bringing forth fine and vigorous fi:»uit ; a 
portion of it now became a garden, produc- 
ing flowers dainty and rare. Her teacher 
being also her lover, it was no wonder that 
her progress was rapid ; 9,nd it is probable 
that the young student had never found his 
studies so sweet as when communicating 
them to such a pupil. From her father^ 
she had learned philosophy ; from her hus- 
band, how to appreciate all that was beauti- 
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ful in Nature and touoling in Song^ As 
for her politics, Marmaduke was infinitely 
more solicitous to imbue her witli correct 
views respecting tiie poets, which, perhaps, 
was fortunate enough. She would never 
have admitted, even to please him, that her 
beloved, father was wrong, or even extreme 
in his views of govenjment ; imd, in truths 
those opinions of hersr— so enthusiastic^ so 
tnistftil, and founded upon the mistake of 
believing all her felloW'K5reatui'es as guileless 
as herself — gave her conversation, an added 
oharm. To hear her talk of wrongs and 
rights, with heightened colour and earnest, 
eyes— no matter how elevated the rank, of 
the person addres3ed| nor how nearly comi- 
neoted with the very executive of whose. 
i|Oteishe was complaining — was. enougb to 
vfake a bishop lexchange his znita^e for a 
wHtlB hat,; and; :adoip(b the Thh*fcy*nina 
Aitieles reoonomeiided/byJ^Jc. Hone* 
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"Judge Jeffi*eys himself could never 
haye had the heart to condenm my Lucy 
for a rebel," Mr^ Harvey Gerard waa wont 
to say; " although," he would add, with a 
cynical twinkle in his eye, *^I wauld not 
trust my Lord Ellenborou^** 

Mr. Long and myself were both in 
Hadey Street upon the day when Marma^ 
duke came of age; and afber dinner, Mr. 
Clint made a little speech, not without 
connivance, I think, beforehand with others 
of the party. He observed, that gratifying 
as was the occasion in question in all re- 
spects, it was most satisfiictory to himself, 
as conckidijig the period which Marmaduke 
had assigned as the linut of his abstaining 
from taking his rightful position in iiie 
world. He ventured to say this much upon 
hia awit part, as having been connected 
with the Heath family for sl lengthened 
period ; but he would also say for others-^ 
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what he knew they would be backward to 
say for themselves — that his young fidend 
owed it to them also not to delay the 
matter any longer. 

Marmaduke's face expressed more pain- 
ful agitation than I had seen it wear for 
months. "I suppose you are right, Mr. 
Clint," he returned; "and, at aU events, 
I. will be as good as my word, which I 
passed to Mrs. Heath," and he looked at 
his wife, as though he would have appealed 
to her to release him from that promise. 

" Of course, I am right, sir," returned 
the lawyer quickly; "but you are wrong 
and very uncivil not to give your wife her 
proper title. Lady Heath, I beg to drink 
your very good health; Sir Marmaduke, 
here's to your better manners;" and the 
lawyer emptied his glass, and filled it up 
again, in case any other excuse should 
arise for the drinking of good liquor. 
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"Lady HeatVs health; her husband's 
better manners," echoed laughingly round 
the table. 

Marmaduke nerved himself by a strong 
effort, and replied to this toast with feeling 
and eloquence. He promised to accede to 
the request made by Mr. CUnt, and to that 
end would return with us to Fairbum on the 
next day but one to make his arrangements 
personally for coming to reside at the Hall. 
As for his not having assumed the title, he 
protested, amidst merriment, that he had 
not hitherto done so, solely out of deference 
to the feehngs of his father-in-law, whom 
he had once heard describe a baronet as a 
something only not quite so bad as a lord. 

We were all delighted not only with the 
intentions Marmaduke thus expressed, but 
with the cheerfulness and gaiety of his man- 
ner in speaking of them ; and when the rest 
had retired for the night, and my oldfiiend 
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and I were in my room having tliat last 
cliat by the midnight fire which is perhaps 
the zenith of human converse, as .the cur- 
tain lecture is undoubtedly the nadir, I 
could not help congratulating him on his 
change of spirits. " That you are a happy 
nmn, I know," said I ; "you would be un-. 
grateftd indeed if you were otherwise. But 
I cannot say how pleased I am to find that 
the good Genius, who has so blessed you in 
other respects, has exorcised this phantom 
fear of yours ; that you no longer dread 
that childish bugbear. Sir MassingbOTd." 

"Hush I" cried he, looking involun- 
tarily over his shoulder ; " do not mention 
that name, Peter. I would gladly give up 
house and land this moment, nev^ to go 
back to Fairbum; I have a presentiment that 
evil will come of it. She would abscd-ve me 
firom my prcHuise even now — ^Heaven Hess 
her, as it must do,^for she is of the aaigels L 
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— ^but that there will be another soon whose 
interests must be looked to as well as our 
own. You will be godfather, dear Peter, 
will you not ? Lucy and I both wish it. 
* Let it be Peter's god^child, Marmaduke,' 
she said to me only yesterday, although I 
should not divulge these secrets to an old 
bachelor like you." 

Of course, I promised readily enough;, 
but long after he had bidden me good-night,^ 
I sat over the paling embers, thinking, 
thinking ; and when every coal was charred, 
and the black bars cold that held them, I 
sat thinking still. My hopes, for a few 
fleeting hourSj long ago, had been as bright 
and warm as iiiey, and were now as dark — 
and dead. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

TAKING TBE SEALS OFF. 

Maemaduke Heath came down to Fairbum 
according to his promise, but it cost him a 
great effort. With every stage his spirits 
seemed to fall and fail; and when Mrs. 
Myrtle at last clasped him in her arms — 
for Master Marmaduke was ever a great 
favourite of hers, and the fact of his having 
grown up and got married weighed with 
her not a feather — ^his wan face was paler 
than when she had seen it last, notwith- 
standing its three years of happiness and 
freedom. It was Christmas-time; the 
Rectory was a bower of ivy and hoUy- 
berries; and just within the threshold. 
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the locality wliicli the good housekeeper 
had chosen for her embrace, hung a huge 
bough of mistletoe, the finest that could be 
found in all the Chase. In the spotless 
kitchen, so exquisitely clean that you might, 
as the phrase goes, " have eaten your dinner 
off the floor," if it had not happened to 
have been a sanded one, there were prepa- 
rations for sumptuous feasting ; a delightful 
fragrance, suggestive of mince-pies with 
plenty of citron, pervaded Mrs. Myrtle's 
private parlour, where the divine mysteries 
of Apicius were being celebrated. The 
little larder, cold and immaculate as a dead 
sucking-pig ready for the spit, was vic- 
tualled with noble meats as for a siege; 
while monstrous pasties and plum-puddings, 
too many for the broad stone slabs, reposed 
upon the Dutch tiles that formed its carpet. 
It was not intended that the inhabitants of 
the Rectory should eat all the good things 
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themselves; but it was a custom of Mr. 
Long, aided and abetted by Mrs. Myrtle, to 
keep open house for about a fortnight at 
this festive period, and to entertain certain 
worthy persons, who were old and indigent, 
in the sanded kitchen daily. Attempts to 
edify the poor in those days were not made 
so often as they are at present, but it was 
held essential by aU good Christian country 
folk to keep Christmas as a feast, and to 
see that others kept it. I suppose Fairbum 
Hall was the only house in the county 
where that blessed time was ignored and 
taken no account of; Sir Massingberd had 
never suffered the slightest honour to be 
paid to it; and his worthy deputy and 
locuni'tenenSj Richard Gilmore, treated it 
with the like contumely. 

The change from the bright Kttle 
Rectory, with all its hospitable prepara- 
tions, to the gloomy grandeur of the 
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masterless mansion, was very striking, 
when we tkree crossed the road next 
morning, to take the seals off, which Mv. 
Long had placed upon the principal rooms, 
and so, as it were, to break the blockade 
caused by the baronet's disappearance. 
The contrast began even with things with- 
out. Half one of the globes had been 
shced from its pedestal on one side of the 
great iron gates ; and in the very centre of 
the avenue, the grass grew long and rank. 
The sun-dial was cracked and gaped in zig- 
zag, an emblem of the uncertainty that 
overhung the place. The heraldic beasts 
at the foot of the entrance-steps were 
much more mutilated than when I had 
seen them last, and had indeed only one 
stone fore-paw or claw between them. 
Disuse is sister to Abuse, but still how 
comes it that mere absence should beget, 
as it always does, such absolute Ruin? 
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Had the Squire been at home the last three 
years, the globe upon the pedestal would 
have been whole, the dial flawless, the 
grifl5ns with at least their larger limbs in- 
tact; and yet no man was ever seen to 
work this mischief. When the great door 
swung reluctantly back to admit the new 
possessor, he took my hand, and bade me 
Welcome, but his tone was far from gay. 
Every glance he cast around him evoked, I 
could see, some unpleasant association, and 
even, perhaps, a vague terror. 

There is something uncanny in explor- 
ing any dwelling the rooms of which have 
been locked up and unvisited for years — 
places that have been once consecrated to 
humanity, but have afberwards been given 
up to Solitude and slow decay. Memories 
of their ancient inmates seem to hang 
gloomily about them, like the cobweb in 
their corners ; they are eloquent of deser- 
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tion and of death. The shriek of the 
mouse, and the singing of the blue fly- 
in the pane, have perhaps alone been heard 
there in the interim; but there seem to 
have been other and ghostUer noises, which 
cease at our approach. Who knows what 
eerie deeds our sudden intrusion may have 
interrupted ! 

" Wliat faces glimmered through the doors, 
What footsteps trod the upper floors," 

ere we broke in I The pecuHar circum- 
stances under which our search was made 
intensified these feehngs in us three, and 
even Gilmore, who accompanied us, was 
affected by them. 

" 0*er all there hung the shadow of a fear ; 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted. 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear. 
This place is worse than haunted." 

The hbrary was the first room we 
entered, which, even in the palmiest days 

VOL. II. R 
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of Fairburn Hall had beai a dreary room, 
because the least in use. Except Manua- 
duke himself, no one ever sat there; the 
wicked books, which were the only sort 
read and patronized by Sir Massingberd, 
were all in the Squire's private sitting- 
room, and the gaps in the shelves that 
lined the present apartment, revealed that 
the Heaths had laid in a considerable, stock 
of them: Old Sir Wentworth, a miser in 
his old age, had been a dunce in his youth, 
and was once heard openly to regret that 
circumstance from the fact, that he was 
unable to peruse the loose contin^ital lite- 
rature which his ancestors had provided for 
his delectation, free of expense. In the 
rare cases when the Oak Parlour had not 
sufficient accommodation for the guests of 
the missing Squire, they had been wont to 
adjourn to the present apartment, to smoke 
and lounge through half the night ; but it 
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bore no trace of having been so used, 
Byay ehair atad sofii. were in their ap- 
pointed place, as though they had grown 
up like trees through the « dusty carpet. 
Upon the tables and mantelpieces, the 
dufit had settled inches thick. The grate 
was laid ready for lighting; but over the 
coals and sticks, hung a sort of mUdew, 
that looked as if it would have defied a 
pine-torch to set hght to it. These things 
we remarked gradually, one by one, for the 
butler had only opened the shutters of one 
window, and the extent of the apartment 
was prodigious. The shelves were filled 
almost entirely with quartos — books were 
not hand-books in those days — ^rich with 
plates, and "meadows of margin;" you 
could not have sent a, child on an errand 
to bring one of them ; if he had managed 
to extricate a tome at all by painfiilly 
loosening it at head and foot, it might 
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have fallen out and brained him. A fourtli 
of the entire stock was composed of books 
of Catholic theology. * " Those," observed 
Mr. Long, " are the most valuable things 
in * the library. Sir Nicholas is supposed 
to have won his bride by paying that costly 
tribute to her faith. The illuminations are 
most rare and splendid. Why, what is 
this, Gilmore ? I can't get this volume 
down. It seems stuck to the others." 

The butler grinned mahciously. " I 
think you will find them all like that, sir. 
There's nothing but the wood-backs left. 
The Squire disposed of these books soon 
after Mr. Marmaduke left, and got this imi- 
tation stuff put up instead." 

Mr. Long broke out into wrathftd in- 
dignation, but the young heir kept silence, 
only smiling bitterly. 

" Perhaps he was afraid that their hete- 
rodoxy might do his nephew harm," re- 
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marked I, rather tickled, I confess, by this 
characteristic, fraud. 

"No, sir," rephed Gihnore, drily; "ho 
merely observed, that, being theological 
works, there was as much in them now as 
before." 

" Impious wretch ! " exclaimed the 
Kector. " See, he has bartered the Fathers 
of the Church for a set of empty back- 
gammon boards, and lettered them with 
their venerable names." 

" Here, however, is the Family Bible," 
said I ; "he has not sold that." 

The spider had spun his web across the 
sacred volume, but it opened readily enough 
at the only place, perhaps, into which . its 
late . owner had ever looked — ^the huge 
yellow fly-leaf, upon which were inscribed 
the names of' the later generations of the 
Heaths ; Sir Massingberd's birth in his 
father's own handwriting, and Sir Went- 
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worth's death in that of Ms son's, and only 
too probably his murd^rer«s. The an.to- 
graph was bold and flaring, quite diflFerent 
from the crabbed hand of the parent^ ia 
which the names of Gilbert Heath and 
Marmaduke's mother were also written^ 
as hkewise that of Marmadnke himself. 
There was a Kttle space beneath the last; 
and the young heir, looking ovot my shoulw 
der, pointed to it, significantly; doubtless, 
it had been hoped by the last possessor of 
the volume that this might one day have 
been fiUed up by the date of his nephew's 
demise. 

.We were about to leave the room,, when 
Mr. . Long suddenly exclaimed, . '^ Kay^ . let 
us try the secret way. You told me, I 
rMaember, that you did not know of Jacob's 
ladder, Marmaduke* The spring lies in 
the index of JosepbuSj a wooden volume^ 
which perhaps put this notion of wholesald 
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* dumbies ' ' into Sir MassingbOTd's bead/' 
Thia ppactical satire upon tiie unpapalarity 
of the Jewish histomn was presently dis-^ 
covered, . hidden t away upon . one of those 
^oimd^floor shelves, whichy ifthe enthusi*- 
astic student investigates at all, it must be 
upon Ms knees: After a little manipdia- 
tion, the spring obeyed,! andr with a surly 
creat, .AS if in protest, the whole oompart-* 
ment of shelves abovei moved slowly^ out-^ 
wairdon some hidden hinge, and disclosed 
thonaarrow stairs that ended in tha shep^ 
berdess of the state dbambwi The stieps 
weca wojrm^eaten^ and the wall oa both 
sides himg'with moth*devoured' aiad ragged 
tapestry. Marmadnkel • ^rank badb, , and 
gazed upon the» apertare with abhorrence 
and dismay* To wtuat vile piMposes miglrt 
it. not have been used> besides that of 
attempting' to overthrow a' poor* cMld^s 
reason; nay, was it n(!)}t» possiM*^- that what 
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we had sought, yet feared to find for so 
long, might be in this very place, where no 
eye could have looked or thought of look- 
ing! Might it not have hidden there, and 
been imprisoned alive in righteous retri- 
bution, by the very spring which had 
ministered to hate and cruelty ? "I went 
up here," said Mr. Long, divining the 
young man's thoughts, " when I searched 
the house with Gilmore, and put on the 
seals. I think we should climb Jacob's 
ladder, Marmaduke ; as you will make the 
Hall your home, it is well to leave no spot 
in it associated with any unpleasantness, 
unfamiliar." So saying, the rector led the 
way, and we all followed : there was some 
delay while he opened the door above, and 
certainly it was not a cheerful position for 
us in the meantime, cooped up in the dark- 
ness, with the arras touching us with its 
ghostly folds on either side the narrow 



TAKING THE SEALS OFF. 257^ 

way; but I think that my tutor's advice 
was good, and that his old pupil experi- 
enced a feeling of satisfaction , when the 
thing was done. Once more we stood 
together in that state bedroom where Mar- 
maduke had suffered such ghastly terrors 
when a boy. 

" Shall I ever forget those nights ! " 
muttered he with a shudder. " Can this 
room ever be otherwise than hateful to me! 
It was here, as I sat weak and ill in that 
arn^-chair, that my uncle struck me for 

losing . Stay, now I remember it all. 

Remove this skirting-board, Gilmore ; take 
the poker ; do not spare the rotting wood. 
Ay, there it is." A yellow something lay 
amid the dust and rubbish, which on 
inspection turned out to be a gold pencil- 
case. " That was lent me by my uncle, a 
dozen years ago," said Marmaduke musing, 
"and he chastised me for losing it. It 
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liad rolled tinder yonder skirting-bbard, 
but I was too t^prified at the time to 
recollect the fact. I wish I coiild forget 
things now. Undo the . oiiher shutters, 
Richard. Light, more hght. ' ' 

And thus we let the blessed sunlight 
into all the shuttered rooms. It glanced 
in galleries on knights in all their panoply, 
and smote the steel upon their visors^ as 
though the flame of battle once more darted 
from their eyes; it made their tattered 
penncms blush again, and tipped Hneir 
rusted spears with suddra. fire. It flashed 
upon the stern ancestral faces on the wall, 
and through their dust evoked a look of 
life. That winter sim had not the powier 
to warm, however; all things- struck cold. 
The dark oak-pannels chilled us from their 
waveless depths; the cumbrous organ, 
carved with fruit and flowers, kept froz^a 
silence ; while in the chapel. Sir Nicholas 



TAKIS^ THE SEALS OVW. 2&9 

in stane and mildew struck to our marrow. 
His lady opposite, upon her knees in her 
" devout oratory/' gave us cold looks, as 
though we had interrupted her devotions. 
In vain the painted windows, high and 
tnple arched, cast down " warm gules '* 
upon her marble breast, and filled the 
sacked place with glorious hues. In vain 
the giided scroU, "Praie for hys Soule," 
appealed to us through dust and damp, and 
his memorial pane blushed scarlet in its 
endeavour to perpetuate his infamy. All 
things seemed cursed in that accursed 
house ; the hallowed places desecrated, and 
those where hospitality and good fellow- 
ship were meant to reign, soHtary and 
haiT&a^ There was one apartment still 
which had been left by common consent to 
be visited last of all — Sir Massingberd's 
oak parlour. There he might have been 
said to have Hved, for it was the only 
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sitting-room he used from early morning — 
and he was no great sleeper — until very 
late at night. There, as we have seen, he 
had held his audiences, and dined, and some- 
times slept after any deep debauch. By all 
the household, except Gilmore, it was held 
as a Bluebeard's chamber, and would not 
have been entered upon any account, even 
had it not had the rector's seal upon it. 
It was here that the lost baronet had 
passed his last hours within the house, and 
thither he had intended to return — ^if he 
had meant to return at all — ^before he 
retired for the night. The butler entered 
it first, and let the Hght in; then Mr. 
Long, then I, then Marmaduke. Although 
I had been there once before, I scarcely 
recognized the place, for upon that occasion 
the squire himself had occupied it, and I 
had had no eyes except for him. It was 
doubtless a comfortable room enough when 
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the fire was sMning on its polished walls, 
and the red curtains snugly drawn over 
the windows ; but with that thin December 
light — ^for it was afternoon by this time — 
creeping coldly in upon the three-year-old 
ashes of the bumt-out fire, and on the 
panels, smeared with spots and stains, it 
was very cheerless: 

** There was no sign of life, save one : 
The subtle spider, that from overhead 

Hung like a spy on human guilt and error, 
Suddenly turned, and up its slender thread, 
Ean with a nimble terror." 

This insect had woven its webs in every 
nook and cranny, in readiness for the prey 
that rarely came, and the slanting pillars of 
motes and light that streamed into the 
gloom seemed almost as palpable as they. 
A door led up by three or four steps into 
Sir Massingberd's bedroom— a bare unfur- 
nished place, where skins of wild animals, 
instead of carpet, were spread for a banquet 
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to the moth. His shooting-boots stood up 
still stiff and strong beside the empty 
grate, although they were white with 
mildew, and his night-gear lay folded upon 
the rotting pillow, in preparation for his 
rest. The sitting-room, hawever, bore the 
more striking vestiges of its late pro- 
prietor. . 

The huge arm-chair stood a little.j^side 
from the fender, where he had pushed it 
back as he rose to leave the room ; and the 
book which he had been reading lay open 
with its face to the table, ready for him to 
resume its perusal upon his return. A 
spirit-case with the stoppers in, the couple 
of cigars which it had been Sir Massing- 
herd's invariable custom to smoke before 
going to bed, and a few fly-blown lumps of 
sugar, were set out in hideous travesty of 
creature-comfort. The rector took up the 
Volume, and with one involuntary glance 
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towards the fire-place, tore the wrinkled 
and blue-spotted leaves to fi^agments. A 
scurrflous French novel had engaged the 
last hours of the wretched old man, ere he 
went forth—to his doom. 



CHAPTER XYIL 

THE fairy's wand. 

There are but few of us, I fear, who can 
say : " Though I should die suddenly, and 
at the most unlooked-for time, there will 
be nothing left behind me which I would 
have destroyed, even though I had had the 
opportunity." Of course there are none 
who can boast that they are at peace with 
all mankind ; that they leave nothing un- 
repented of or unatoned for; that their 
human affairs and social relations are 
exactly where they would have wished 
them to be. But independent of these 
matters, neglected by the very best of us, 
how eagerly must many a man desire, be- 
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tween the warning and swift stroke of 
death, that he had had biit a Uttle time — a 
little strength to set, not, indeed, his house 
in order, but his desk and his note-book. 
What a cruel shock have many a family 
received, after thiey have lost the Head 
whom they have worshipped so many years, 
by discovering, where they looked for no such 
thing, after his deaths that he had all along 
(as will be thought) been even such a one — 
not as themselves, but worse — as they whom 
they had been taught by his own self to 
look upon with contempt, or at least with 
pity ; as they who, by contrast with him- 
self, were persons base and vile. Is there 
no letter, reader, ragged and time-worn, 
perhaps, but still legible, lying among that 
heap of correspondence you intend to win- 
now some day — which it will be better to 
bum now? Is there no half-forgotten gift, 
meant for your own eyes alone, when they 
VOL. II. s 
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were brighter than at present, "vrliicli it 
•would be well to make an end of this very 
day? Can you say:: "Even though I do 
not return home to night, or ever again, 
but am smashed by a railway locomotive, 
or driven over by a 'bus, or poisoned in a 
cab, yet there will be nothing of mine, 
nothing when my friends take stock of 
my personal effects, of which I need be 
ashamed." If so, thou art a good man 
indeed — or one ^of exceeding prudence. 
Above all things, my friends^ be good, for 
that is best ; but if not, at least be prudent. 
Let your memories be sullied with no stain, 
at all events in the thoughts of those you 
leave at home. The actions of the unjust 
blossom in their dust into flowers compared 
with which the deadly nightshade is as the 
violet or the rose. The satirist tells us 
that in a week, a month, a year at most, 
the memory of a dead man dies ^even 
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from iie hearts of those he held Baost 
dear. This is not true; imt the satirist 
would hav^e been severe yet, and have 
spoken truth as well, had he said that the 
memory of a dead man, .so far as his vice 
and widkedness are concerned, dies not at all 
among his kin. It is spoken of in whimpers 
by the purest, and renders them less pure ; 
it is made hght of by the vicious, but only 
to excuse their wrongful acts by a worse 
example. " Wild as I may be, I am not so 
wild as the governor was in his day," is a 
terrible legacy of comfort to leave behind 
one to one's son. 

It is possible that even SirMassingberd 
Heath may at some iar-back time have 
deemed it necessary to lay to his soul some 
flattering unction of this kind. There were 
Sir Wentworth and Sir JS'iobolas, and flaaany 
-^ Heath to exteamate his acts, if bad ex- 
: ample might do k). But th® time came to 
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him, and very early in life, when he had no 
longer this slender justification, since he 
had outdone his worse progenitor in vice 
and folly. Mr. Clint had known, Mr. Long 
had guessed — we all of us had suspected 
more or less that the lost baronet's Hfe had 
been evil beyond that of an ordinary man ; 
but the dumb revelations which were made 
concerning it in the necessary examination 
of his papers, were simply shocking. After 
destroying these, the next approach to 
cleansing Fairbum Hall was to discharge 
all the indoor domestics. Mr. Richard 
Gilmore resented this conduct towards a 
faithfiil servant of the family, as he styled 
himself, very bitterly ; but he departed with 
the rest, laden, there is Kttle doubt with 
a very considerable plunder. Presently the 
upholsterers came down fi:om town with a 
great following of workpeople, and a cara- 
van of waggons, bearing costly furniture ; 
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then a host of servants, selected with as 
much care as was possible, replaced the 
exiles ; and when aU was ready within and 
without— the waste places of the grounds 
being reclaimed, and put upon the same 
footing with those which hitherto had alone 
been " kept up '^ — Sir Marmaduke Heath 
and his wife themselves took possession of 
Fairburn HaU. 

Art had already done much to change 
that sombre house into a comfortable as 
well as splendid mansion ; but the presence 
of its new mistress did more than all to 
rescue it from the long tyranny of decay 
and gloom. Beneath her smile, the sha- 
dows of the past could take no shape, but 
vanished, thin and pale. She would allow 
them nowhere resting-place. Where they 
had been wont to gather thickest to her 
husband's eyes, she quelled them by her 
radiant presence, day and night. The Oak 
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ParlcHLP and its adjokiing bedroonK she 
foarmed ioto a double boudoir for her own 
sweet self J and straigbtwayaHbaft-wic^d, 
harpy-iieaded memories, the brood «f evil 
deeds, flew from it as the skirts of Night 
before the dawn, and in their place an 
angel-throng came fluttering in, and made 
it their abode. No stage-fairy, wand in 
hand, ever efiected transformation-scene 
more charming and complete. One fear, 
and one alone, now agitated Marmadnke's 
heart, for the safety of his priceless wife in 
her approaching trial. He would have 
gladly cancelled nature's gracious promise, 
and hved childless aU his days, rather than 
any risk should befall Lucy. His friends^ 
his servants, and the villagers, brimM of 
hope that there should be an heir to Fair- 
bum, flowed over in earnest congratula- 
tions i but for his part, he felt apprehensive 
oafy. His heart experienced no yearning 
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for the cMd who^ migJit endanger the 
mother. 

In accordance with her plan of ignor- 
ing all that had gone before of shame 
and sorrow, and regenerating evil pliaces 
with a baptism of joy, Lady Heath had 
choB^a the state chamber itself as her 
sleeping apartment, and there in due time 
she^ safely brought forth a son. Upon his 
knees, Marmaduke thanked Heaven for the 
blessing which was thus vouchsafed to him, 
but above all,, in that it had brought with 
it no curse. Verily had the house of 
moumiag become the house of feastiag, 
and the chamber of sorrow the chamber of 
mirtlu 

The unconscious fether had been sitting 
by the Kbrary fire,, endeavouring vainly 
to distract his mind from what was. 
Qccurring upstairs, and turning his eyes 
restlessly ever and anon towards the door^ 
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when the voice of Dr. Sitwell suddenly 
broke the silence. 

" Sir Marmaduke, I congratulate you ; 
you have a son and heir." 

" And my wife ?" cried the husband 
impatiently. 

" She is as well as can possibly be ex- 
pected, I do assure you." 

"You are very welcome," exclaimed 
the yoimg baronet ; " and would have been 
so, although you had chosen to burst your 
way in with a torpedo. But I confess you 
startled me a good deal." 

"I am afraid I did," returned the 
doctor, in a voice like a stream of milk and 
honey, " although it was not my intention 
to do so. But the fact is, I did not come 
in by the door at all. Her ladyship desired 
that I should bring you the good news by 
way of Jacob's Ladder ; and I may add, 
that you may come back with me that way 
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and see her yourself for just one quarter of 
a minute.'* 

So even Jacob's Ladder was made a 
pleasant thoroughfare to Marmaduke, and 
dearer from that hour than all staircases 
of wood or stone. 
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Now, when Marmaduke junior, who was 
named also Peter, to mark the regard which 
both its parents had for my poor self, be- 
came of the ripe age of fourteen weeks or 
so, and the spring had so far advanced upon 
the summer as to admit of open-air rejoic- 
ings, it was determined that the advent of 
the heir of Fairbum should be celebrated 
with aU due honour. This would have 
been done before, for Lady Heath had soon 
recovered her strength, and the child was 
reported to be a miracle of health and 
plumpness, had it not been for the back- 
wardness of the season. The Hall had, of 
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CGforse, Made lo^^ny upon tha na^ii^ter long 
ago, and if all the poor in i^e place had not 
done 80y it was from? no want of materials 
in the way of creature-coiflforfe supplied by 
the young Squire. But what Marmaduke 
had waited for waa settled fine weather, ia 
order that the Chase might be filled by 
merrymakers,, whose happiness should 
deanse it from all memories of woe and 
wrong. Much of these, it is true, had 
been effaced already; a portion of the 
Park had been given up to the villagers, for 
cricket and other sports, a grant common 
enough now, but one alnK)st unexampled 
in those days, and the right of way which 
Sir MassiQgberd had spent so many hun- 
dreds> in opposing, had been volimtarily 
surrendered. Oliver Bradford still retained 
his office, but being almost bedridden, in- 
spired less terror than of yore amoiig 
evil-doers ; this was not so much to be re^ 
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gretted, however, since there was now 
httle want, and therefore few poachers in 
Fairbum, while the general popularity of 
the young Squire lessened even those. I 
am afraid that if the new owner had heard 
a gun discharged at night in the Home 
Spinney itself, it is doubtful whether he 
would have laid down his book, or hesitated 
more than usual in his vain attempt to 
checkmate his wife at chess, in order to 
hsten for the second barrel. The terror of 
the Lost Baronet had long been fading from 
his old domain; and upon this occasion, 
when old and young were all invited to 
make holiday in those once almost imknown 
retreats of hare and deer, there was no 
urchin but was determined — ^by no means 
single-handed, however — to explore them 
thoroughly. The very Wolsey Oak which 
the ravens had made their quarters was 
not shimned, but in the great space about 
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it, races were run, and dances danced, and 
its vast trunk was made the very head- 
quarters of childish merriment. These 
young folks did not affect the company of 
their elders, except when the gongs gave 
signal from the various marquees that there 
was food afoot, when they flocked to meet 
their parents at the heaped-up boards with 
a dutiful celerity. The higher class of 
tenantry were upon the lawn, and among 
them mixed with stately condescension a 
goodly number of the county aristocracy. 
I remember that some of the latter in- 
troduced upon this occasion the new dance 
called the quadrille, which had just arrived 
from Paris at that time. It had come 
over in the bad company of the waltz ; but 
that Hvely measure was held to be too in- 
decorous to be imported to Fairbum under 
its new regime. Everybody, when out of 
earshot of the host and hostess, was talking 
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about the chaD^e that had taken place in 
this respect. 

^* How odd this all seems," quoth Squire 
Broadacres to his neighbour, Mr« Flintherfc, 
heir of the late lamented admiraL " STcme 
of us J I suppose, have been at the Hall here 
for this quarter of a century/' 

** Ay, that at least," quoth the oliier. 
" Of course, it is a great matter to see 
people in the Heaths' position properly 
conducted as to morals. But I doubt 
whether this young fellow may no* go 
astray in another and BFven a still more 
•dangerous direction. They say his politics 
are, dear me, shocking." 

" Not a bit of it," replied Mr. Broad- 
acres. " It isn't in the Heath blood to be 
radical. But his wife, she rules the roast, 
you see — and a devilish pretty woman too ; 
I could find it 5n my heart to forgifro 4Ber 
anything," 
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** But that fallow, Harvey Gerard, lier 
father — why, he's a downright sans-duioite^ 
•sir/' 

" The GetrardB are bound to be, my 
dear sir,'* returned the jolly squir a ^All 
these things are .^ question of &mily ; it^is 
nothing but that. I am told there is some 
French blood in him/' 

" We want nothing of thait rsort domn 
in Midshire," responded Mr. iFlinthert, 
shaking his head. 

" But we have got it, you see, my 
friend, and therefore we must mate the 
best of it. It was all very well to ignore 
Gerard while he was a new-comer at the 
Dovecot, although, mind you, he was always 
a gentleman, every inch of Jbim, notwith- 
standing his queer opinions;; but now 
that he is become so nearly (connected 
with Sir Marmstduke, and lisdng at 
ihb Hall half his laniB, wiry, Ah© ^couaity 
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must make up its mind to receive 
him." 

" I shall let him perceive, however, that 
it does so — so far at least as I am concerned 
— upon sufferance, and, as it were — ^what 
is the word? — ay, vicariously." 

" Very good," observed Mr. Broad- 
acres, dryly. " I am not quite clear as to 
your meaning ; but if you intend to put 
Harvey Gerard down, I do not think you 
will meet with any very triumphant success. 
Why, Sir Massingberd here, who would 
have grappled with the devil, was tripped 
up and thrown by this man with the 
greatest ease." 

" Nevertheless, I shall give him the 
cold shoulder," observed Mr. Flinthert, 
stiffly ; " although I shall studiously avoid 
being rude." 

" Faith, I would recommend your doing 
that, my friend," laughed the jolly Squire. 
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" If you turned your back upon Harvey 
Gerard instead of your shoulder, my belief 
is that he'd kick you." 

" That he'd do what ?" exclaimed Mr. 
Bamardistone Flinthert, late high-sherift 
and present magistrate and custos rotU' 
lorum of Midshire. 

" That he'd take advantage of the 
opportunity, that's all," returned Mr. 
Broadacres, quietly. " No, no, sir, with 
a man like Gerard, all good Tories should 
keep on good terms. One can't hang him, 
you know, hke a radical tailor, and there- 
fore it's quite worth while to make ourselves 
appear to the best advantage. A stupid 
slight to a clever man has often done more 
harm to the cause of good government than 
a whole regiment of dragoons can remedy." 

" Oh curse his cleverness!" responded 
Mr. FKnthert, savagely. " I'm for no such 
milk-and-water measures. I think it's the 

VOL. II, T 
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duty of somebody to tell young Marma* 
duke " 

** Well, say it yomnelf^^ interrupted 
Mr. Broadacres, 

" It's a positive duty, I say, that some- 
body should go to the baronet, and tell 
him frankly that all this leniency ta poach- 
ing fellows, and Kberty to the rabble, can- 
not but lead to harm. * You're a young 
man,' he should be told, * and don't under- 
stand these things ; but that is the opinion 
of the Goimty, and it -behoves you to know 
it/*' 

" That would do more harm than good, 
Mr. Plinthert. You may depend upon it 
that Marmaduke Heath thinks for himself 
in these matters, notwithstanding that I 
daa^e say Gerard and his pretty daughter 
have had some influence. The young fellow 
naturally goes exactly coimter to all that 
hia uncle did before him. This holidiay. 
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jsmkmg and misture. of higli aad low here, 
are themsalyes enough to make Sir Mase» 
singberd turn in lis grsuve.'* 

"Ay, if he i« in his grave," responded 
Mr; Flintha:*, darkly.. " Bxub who* knows 
whether he may not tm'n up some day afib^ 
all; tell me that." 

"I can't tellv you that," responded Mr. 
Broadacres ; " but I'll bet you ten guineas 
to one that he never does." 

" Ay, but if he did !" rephed the other, 
gloomily.. " If he was to appear this very 
day, for instancev what a scene it would be 
— ^what a revolution for some people I" 

" Well, if he did, he'd find the property 
greatly improved — except that that right 
of way has been reopened through the 
Park ; all his thieving servants dismissed ; 
all his debts settled; and his mad gipsy 
wife amply provided for, and well content, 
I am told, among her vagabond friends." 
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Conversations somewhat similar to the 
above were being held all over the lawn, for 
its denizens were not, like the lower classes, 
so bent upon mere physical enjoyment as 
to be dead to the dehghts of scandal. • But 
when the great bell rang for their afternoon 
repast, which was to be partaken of in one 
enormous tent, and at one gigantic table, 
the upper part of which was reserved for 
the gentlefolks, such talk was hushed, of 
course, and congratulations of host and 
hostess and the infant heir was the only wear 
for every countenance. Not a word about 
the uncertainty of Sir Marmaduke's tenure 
of Fairburn was whispered over the good 
cheer, or a suggestion hazarded regarding 
the last proprietor's possible reappearance. 
Far less, we may be certain, was any hint 
at such matters let fall when the health of 
the future Sir Peter — two generations from 
Somebody, and not to be associated with 
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him upon any account — was proposed by 
Mr. Broadacres, and drunk with a* genuine 
enthusiasm that brought the tears into his 
mother's eyes, who with many a fair county 
dame graced the banquet as spectators. 
Then Mr. Long rose up and spoke of Mar- 
maduke as one whom he had known and 
loved from his youth up, and the cheering 
rose tumultuous (but especially at the 
tenants' table, because they knew him best), 
and was heard afar by the peasantry who 
were dining hkewise elsewhere, and who 
joined in it uproariously, although they had 
already paid due honours to their lord ; so 
that all the Park was filled with clamour. 
To both these toasts. Sir Marmaduke, aglow 
with happiness and excitement, the hand- 
somest man by far in that great company, 
with a grateful smile upon his student hps, 
gave eloquent response. 

But when Lucy' s health was proposed by 
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Mr. Arabel, who dwelt,iii homely but.fitting 
terms, upon her total lack of prida, her 
kindliness to all that needed help, her 
beauty, which was sunshine to them :aU, 
then the young Squire lost his fielf-com- 
mand. He rose to speak -with evident em- 
barrassment; he saw herself before him, 
watching him with eyes that had plenty ci 
pride for Mm in them, and listening for his 
words as though his tongue dropped jewels; 
he knew that he could not contradict one 
word of praise that had been showered 
upon her, he could not mitigate in imodesty 
a single phrase of her eulogium, because 
it was all true, and none but he knew how 
touch more she was deserving of. "While 
he rtood there silent fer a moment, but 
radiant with lips just parting for his open- 
ing sentence, thefe was a ^commotion at the 
far end of the tent. WMi that mystericnaB 
swiftness wherewith ill newfi perva^tee the 
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miTKfe of men, all knew <at Jonce sqzqb terri^ 
ble ©ccrurrenoe had taken place. Several 
of the tenants rose, as if to intercerpt soBa© 
person coming up towards the npper 
table, but others cried, "Go ^on, it Banst be 
told." For an instant, Lucy's glance 
flashed round to see that herxjhild w^As safe 
in its nurse's arms, then made her way 
swiftly and silently to hefr husband's side. 
Before she reached it, before the maai who 
bore the tidings could get n^rly so far, the 
whisper had gone round, ^* Sir Massingberd 
is found/' 

I shall never forget Marmadufce'6 &ce 
when he heard those words : his ^colour 
fted, his eyes wandered timidly hither and 
thither, his lips moved, but no sound 
oame from them. At the touch (^f his 
wife's hand upon his -arm, hfowcfver, 'a new 
life seemed to be instilled into him, timd as 
a village boy :oame forward bearing a rusty 
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sometlimg in his hand, he stretched his 
hand out for it, murmuring, "What is 
this ? Why do you bring this to me ?" 
The boy was bashfiil, and gave no answer ; 
but Farmer Arabel stepped forward very 
gravely, and spoke as follows : — 

" Why, Mr. Marmaduke, you see," he 
said, unconsciously reserving the title 
for the man he had in his mind, '" that 
is the life-preserver Sir Massingberd always 
went about with in his woods at night ; I 
know it by the iron ring by which a lea- 
thern strap fastened it roimd his wrist. 
Where did you find it, eh, boy ?" 

" Well, sir, we was a-playing at Hide — 
me and Bill Jervis, and Harry Jones, and 
a lot of us — and the Wolsey Oak was Home. 
So while it was the other side's turn to 
hide, and we was waiting for them to cry 
" Whoop," we began to knife the tree a bit, 
to pass the time ; and digging away at the 
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bottom of the trunk, we made a hole, and 
presently came upon the head of this thing 
here, and dragged it out. Then we made a 
bigger hole, and please, sir, there was great 
big bones, and we couldn't pull them 
through. Then we was fiightened, an^ 
called to Jem Meyrick, the keeper, as was in 
the booth close by ; and he climbed up to 
the fork of the tree, and cried out that the 
Wolsey Oak was hollow, and there was a 
skeleton in it, standing up ; and ^they do 
say as it's Sir Massingberd." 

While the boy was yet speaking, a knot 
of men came slowly up from the direction of 
the Oak, bearing something among them, 
and followed at a httle distance by a vast 
crowd, all keeping an awftd silence. When 
they got near the openinS of the tent, they 
set their ghastly burden down upon the 
lawn ; and we all went forth to look at it, 
including Marmaduke himself, with a face as 
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paie as ashes, and cliitDliiiig hvx^'hy the 
iiand, as though he feared some powOT was 
about to tear her from hfaiu I heard h^r 
whisper to him, " This may not be Losfc 
Sir Massingberd after aU." 

Dr. Sitwell heard her also, and at once 
offioioiisly replied': "0h^ fetrt it is, my 
lady ; there has no man died in Pairbtrm 
for these thirty years, exeept the fete baro- 
net, who could have owned those bones. I 
will pledge my professional reputation 
that yonder man, when clothed in fle^ 
and blood, was six feet four. What a 
large skull, and what gigantic thigh- 
bones !*' 

" Ay,*' quoth Mr. B^mnaiA, the g^ie- 
ral dealer, who was kneeling down beskie 
the skeleton and examining it withminute- 
nsess, as though it had beeai* offered to hka 
for sale, "here is something Imrd and djjy^ 
with iron nailfi upon it^ "wh/ich was onmeA 
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shootiiig-ahoe, oixe /of a ^ir, or 1 sm mudi 
mistaken^ whieh I sold to Sr Mafisiagberd 

^**Aiid, here,'' qmth. JmxL M^^Tick, 
stepping forward, " is suimimt as I iikkik 
m^st thaye been the Sqnire'fl great gold 
diain, wlricih I found at the bottom of the 
trunk. The Wolsey Oak is quite hollow, 
Sir Marmaduke, although none of us knew 
it. It is my behef tibat Sir Massingberd 
must have climbed up into the fork to look 
about him, for he ^seemed to be expedtiag 
poachers on that night, and that the 
rotten wood gave way beneath him, 
and let him down feet foremost into the 
trunk.'* 

Without doubt, iilris v^as the true ex- 
planation of the martlter. The skeleton was 
found with the arms above the head, a posi- 
tion which had predluded s^-eitrication, 
although it was evident that the wretched 
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man had made great efforts to escape f5pom 
Ms living tomb, since what remained of 
the shoe of the right foot was much turned 
up, and retained deep marks of the pres- 
sure of the buckle. As I looked at these 
rehcs of humanity, the gipsy's curse re- 
curred to my mind with dreadful distinct- 
ness : " May he perish^ inch by inch^ within 
reach of the aid that shall never come, 
ere the God of the poor take him into his 
handJ*^ 

It was a singular feature in the case, 
and one which was of course made to point 
its moral among the villagers, that had 
Sir Massingberd not closed the Park, 
and refused the right of way, he could 
scarcely have thus miserably perished, since 
the footpath, as I have said, absolutely 
skirted the tree in question; and people 
would have passed close by it at all hours. 
It reminded me of the evil fate of James I. 
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of Scotland, who might have escaped his 
murderers in the Blackfriar's Abbey at 
Perth, but for the simple fact that he had 
caused the mouth of a certain vault to be 
bricked up, because his tennis-balls were 
wont to roll through it. How long the 
wretched Squire had suffered before Death 
released him from his fangs, it was impos- 
sible to guess, or whether that terrible cry- 
heard by Dick Westlock that same night, 
and by myself next morning, was indeed 
from the throat of Sir Massingberd in his 
agony. 

We were the two persons who had been 
nearest to the Wolsey Oak between the 
period of his entombment and the search 
instituted throughout the Chase. He must 
have been dead before that, for the seekers 
passed close beside the tree without the 
least suspicion of the ghastly Thing it held; 
unless, indeed, he had heard our voices. 
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but, daotjked by that time: by tlie felling 
dry-rot, was imaliile to reply. No woq>- 
der the ravens Badt songht the Wolsey 
Oak^ amd croakedi ferth Doom' therefrom 
so long! 



CHAPTER XIX. 



L ENVOI. 



Weeks elapsed before Marmaduke Heath 
recovered fi^om the shock of this discovery ; 
but when he once began to do so, he grew 
up to be quite another man in body and 
mind. 

It was only by this change — ^when 
we saw him so strong and cheerful — ^that 
we got to estimate how powerful had been 
that sombre influence which had so long 
overshadowed him, and what great exer- 
tion it must have cost him to let it appear 
to us so little. The uncertainty of his 
tenure in Fairbum Hall had secretly aflfected 
him very deeply, in spite of the wand of 
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the good fairy. He went to France for a 
little trip with liis father-in-law, for a 
thorough change, and there it was he had 
that duel thrust upon him of which we 
have incidentally made mention ; let us not 
judge him harshly in that matter, for men 
of his day were as wanting in moral cou- 
rage as they were ignorant of physical 
fear. Yet what a risk — ay, and what a 
selfish risk — ^he ran therein, let alone the 
unchristian wickedness of that wicked ad- 
venture ! 

He never dared to reveal to Lucy 
what he had done; but he confessed 
it to Harvey Gerard, who rebuked him 
roundly for the crime ; observing, however, 
to myself, not without some pride, that he 
had always averred Marmaduke was a fine 
fellow, and entertained a proper contempt 
for all bullies and scoundrels. The young 
baronet acted weakly, doubtless; but the 
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duellist's blood was surely upon his own 
head. At all events, that was the view 
Marmaduke himself took of the matter, 
and there was now not a happier man in 
all Midshire than he ; discharging the 
duties of his rank and position in a 
manner that won the applause of all 
his neighbours, sooner or later — although 
Mr. Plinthert's applause came very late 
indeed. 

Year after year, I was a frequent guest 
at Fairbum HaU, and never set foot in a 
house with inmates more blessed in one 
another. Tear by year, Lucy seemed to 
grow in goodness, and even, as it seemed 
to me, in beauty. I saw her last with 
silver hair crowning her still unwrinkled 
brow; and since that day no fairer sight 
has met these faihng eyes. 

Death has long released the noble soul 
of Harvey Gerard, but his name is borne 

VOL. II. u 
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not unworthily by a grandson as fearless 
as himself^ and after it the hard-won 
letters V.C. In a sunny spot in the little 
church-yard at Fairbum lies my dear 
old tutor — far from the iron rails which 
enclose the bones of the long-missing 
baronet. 

Sir Peter But why should I ftir- 

ther speak of death, and make parade of 
loss and change ? — an old man like me 
should, having told his tale, be silent, and 
not court stranger ears to " gain the praise 
that comes to constancy." 

The last time I saw Fairbum, it lay 
in sunshine. There was no trace of that 
bad man whose deeds once overshadowed 
it, save that in one great space, close to 
the public footway through the park, there 
was a vast bare ring, where grass, it was 
said, had never grown, although the Wolsey 
Oak, which had once stood above it, had 
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been cut down for forty yeaa:s and 
more. 

The place was cursed, so village gossip 
told, by Lost Sir Massingberd. This may 
be true or not. My tale itself may lie open 
to suspicion of untruth, and this and that, 
which have been therein narrated, have 
already been pronoimced " improbable," 
"impossible," "absurd." To critics of 
this sort, I have only to express my regret 
that the mission of the author has in 
my case been reversed, and facts have 
fallen into such clumsy hands as to seem 
fiction. 

Let me add one extract fi:'om the works 
of an author popular in my young days, but 
now much oftener quoted than perused. 
He is describing a picture sale attended by 
the dilettcmti. A carking connoisseur is 
abusing some effort of an imhappy artist 
to portray nature. " This fellow," cries 
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he, "has even had the audacity to at- 
tempt to paint a fly! That a fly, for- 
sooth 1** and he flips at it with contemp- 
tuous fingers. 

The fly flew away* It was a real one ! 



THE END. 
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trations by £. Weedon, engraved by W. J. Linton. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, bi. 

" This well-written^ well-wrought ftooA."— Athenaeum. 

" TTas is wmething better than a play-book ; ami it would be difficult to 
find a more compeiiaious and intelligible manual about all that relates to 
the variety and rig of vessels and nautical implements and gear." — Satur- 
day Review. 

How to Make Miniature Pumps and a Fire-Engine : a Book for 
Boys. With Seven Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

Ernest Bracebridge : or, Schoolboy Days, by W. H. G. Kingston, 
Author of " Peter the Whaler/' &c. Illustrated with Sixteen Engrav- 
ings, printed in Tints by Edmund Evans. Fcap. 8vo. bs. 

The Voyage of the " Constance : " a Tale of the Arctic Seas. 
With an Appendix, comprising the Story of " The Fox." By Mary Gil- 
lies. Illustrated with Eight Engravings on Wood, from Drawings by 
Charles Keene. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, bs. 

Stories of the Woods ; or, the Adventures of Leather-Stocking : 
A Book for Boys, compiled from Cooper's Series of " Leather-Stoddug 
Tales." Fcap. cloth, Illustrated, 5s. 

" I have to oum that I think the heroes of another writer, viz * Leather- 
Stocking,' * Uncos,' • Bard Heart,' • Tom Cogini are quite the equals of 
Sir Walter Scott s men-,— perhaps * Leather- Stocking' is better than any 
one in Scotfs lof'—W. M. Thackebat. 

Stories of the Sea ; Stirring Adventures selected from the Naval 
Tales of J. Fenimore Cooper. Illustrated. 12mo. cloth, bs. 

The Book of Blockheads; How and what they shot, got; said, 
had; How they did, and what they did not. By Charles Bennett, 
Author of *' Little Breeches," &c. With 28 Illustrations by the Author. 
4to cloth., bs.; coloured, 7s. 6d. 

The Stories that Little Breeches Told ; and the Pictures that 
Charles Bennett drew for them. Dedicated by the latter to his Children. 
With upwards of 100 Etchings on copper. 4to. cloth, bs. ; or the plates 
coloured, 7s. 6e{. 

The Children's Picture Book of the Sagacity of Animals. With 
numerous Illustrations by Harrison Weir. Super-royal 16mo. cloth. 5s. ; 
coloured, 7s. 6d. 

" A better reading-book for the young we have not seen for many a 
day." — Athensum. 

The Children's Picture Book of Fables. Written expressly for 
Children, and Illustrated with Fifty large Engraviniis. from Drawings 
by Harrison Weir. Square, cloth extra, 5s. ; or coloured, 7s. tJrf. 

The Children's Treasury of Pleasure Books. With 140 Illustra- 
tions, from Drawings by John Absolon, Edward Wehnert, and Haniscta 
Weir. Plain, 5s. ; coloured, 7s. ed. 
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Snow Flakes, and what they told the Children. By the Author 
of *' Little Bird Red and Little Bird Blae." Illustrated hy H. K. Browne, 
and beautil'nlly printed in colours, uniform with "Child's Plaj" and 
** Little Bird." Square 16mo. bevelled boards extra, 5s. 

Child's Play. Illustrated with Sixteen Coloured Drawings by 
E. V. B., printed in fac-simile by W. Dickes' process, and ornamented 
with Initial Letters. Imp 16mo. cloth extra, bevelled cloth, 5s, The 
Original Edition of this work was published at One Guinea. 

Little Bird Red and Little Bird Blue : a Song of the Woods 
told for Little Ones at Home. With Coloured Illustrations and Borders 
hy T. R. Macquoid, Esq. Beautifully printed, with coloured Illustrations 
and bordera, bevelled boards, 5s. 

** One of the most beautiful books for children toe have ever seen. It is 
irresistible." — Morning Herald. 

The Nursery Playmate. With 200 Illustrations, beautifully 
printed on thick paper. 4to. Illustrated boards, 5s. ; or the whole, well 
coloured, 9s. 

More Fun for our Young Friends. By Mary Gillies, Author 
of *' Great Fun." With 2i large page Illustrations. Large 4to, 5f .; 
coloured, 7». 6d. 

Fancy Tales, from the German. By J. S. Laurie, H. M. In- 
spector of Schools, and Otto Striedinger. Illustrated by H. Sandercock. 
Super-royal I6mo. cloth, lis. 6d. ; extra cloth, bevelled boards, 4s. 

Great Fun for Little Friends. With 28 Illustrations. Small 4to. 
cloth, 5s. ; coloured. Is. 6(L 

Mark Willson's First Reader. By the Author of " The Picture 
Alphabet " and " The Picture Primer." With 120 Pictures. Is. 
Also by the same Author^ 

The Picture Alphabet ; or Child's First Letter Book. With new 
and original Designs. 6d. 

The Picture Primer. 6rf. 

" We eordinlly recommend these little books as amongst the very best of 
their kind, and should like to see them in every nursery in the kingdom." — 
Dial, Jan. 31, 1862. 

" These two little books are among the best ice ever saw of their kind. 
They are denrlu and beautifully printed, and th^ illustrative designs are 
really Wee the things they represent, and are well chosen to suit an infants 
comprehension, and to awaken its curiosity."— Q\ohe, Jan. 30, 1862. 

The Swiss Family Robinson ; or, the Adventures of a Father and 
Mother and Four Sons on a Desert Island. With Explanatory Notes and 
Illustrations. First and Second Series. New Edition, complete in one 
volume, 3s. Qd. 

The Child's Book of Nature, by W. Hooker, M.D. With 180 

Illustrations. Sq. I2mo. cloth, bevelled. %s. 6d. 

Actea; a First Lesson in Natural History. By Mrs. Agassiz. 
Edited by Professor Agassiz. Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. Zs. 6d. 

GeoCTaphy for my Children. By Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe. 
Author of '* Uncle Tom's Cabin," &c. Arranged and Edited by an Eng- 
lish Lady, under the Direction of the Authoress. W^ith upwards of Fifty 
Illustrations. Cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 



Sampson Low and CoJs 




HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 

HISTORY of West Point, the United States Militarr 
Academj, and its Military Importance. By Capt. E. C. 
Boynton, A.M. With Flans and Illustrations. 8vo. 2U. 

The Twelve Great Battles of England, from Hastings 

to Waterloo. With Plans, fcap. 8vo. cloth extra, 3*. 6d. 

Plutarch's Lives. An entirely new Library Edition, carefully 
revised and corrected, with some Original Translations by the Editor. 
Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. sometime Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford, 
and late Professor ot English Language and Literature at University 
College. 5 vols. 8vo. cloth. 21. lOs. 

" Mr. Clouglfs work is worthy of all praise^ cmd we hope that it wiU 
tend to revive the study of Hutarch." — Times. 

The Federalist : a Collection of Essays written in favour of the 

New Constitution as agreed upon by the Federal Convention, Sept. 17, 
1787. Reprinted from the Original Text: with an Historical Introduc- 
tion and Notes by Henry B. Dawson. In 2 vols. Vol. I. with Portrait 
of Alexander Hamilton. 8vo. pp. 757, cloth, 18s. 

Eighty Years' Progress of British North America: showing the 
Wonderful Development of its Natural Resources by the unbounded 
Energy and Enterprise of its Inhabitants; giving in an historical form 
the vast Improvements made in Agriculture, Commerce, and Trade; 
Modes of Travel and Transportation ; Mining and Educational Interests, 
Htx. Illustrated with Steel Engravings. 8vo. pp 776, cloth, 21s. 

George Washington's Life, by Washington Irving. Library 
Illustrated Edition. 5 vols. Imp. 8vo. 4/. 4«. Library Edit. Boyal 8to. 
\2s. each 

Life of John Adams, 2nd President of the United States, by C. 
F. Adams. 8vo. 14s. Life and Works complete, 10 vols. 14s. each. 

TRAVEIi AND ADVENTURE. 

Y Southern Friends. By Er'mund Kirke. One Vol. 
Fcap. 8vo.,cloth, 2.S. 6rf. Cheap Edition. Fcap., boards. Is. 6<<. 
A startling narrative of personal experience and adventure. 
Arabian Days and Nights j or, Rays from the East: 
a Narrative. By Marguerite A. Power. 1 vol. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

" Miss Power's book is thoroughly interestinff and does much credit to 
her talent for observation and description." — London lieview. 

Wild Scenes in South America; or. Life in the Llanos of Vene- 
zuela. By Don Ramon Paez. Numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth, 
10s. 6d. 

After Icebergs witli a Painter ; a Summer's Voyage to Labrador. 
By the Rev. Louis L. Noble. Post 8vo. with coloured plates, cloth, 10s. 6d. 
" This is a beautiful iand true book, excellently suited for family reading, 
and its least recommendation is not that without cant or impertinence it 
turns every4hought and emotion excited by the wonders it describes to th* 
honour of the Creator." — Daily News. 

From Calcutta to Pekin. A Personal Narrative of the Late War. 
By a Staff Officer. The only Authentic Narrative of the late War with 
China. In popular form, price 2s. 6d. 

Thirteen Months in the Rebel Army of America. By an Im- 
pressed New Yorker. A Narrative of Facts. The personal adventures 
described, while stranger than fiction, are only the simple truth. Fcap. 
8to. cloth, with an Illustration, 3s. 6d. 
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The Prairie and Overland Traveller; a Companion for Emigrants, 
Traders, Travellers, Hunters, and Soldiers, traversing great Plains and 
Prairies. By Capt. R. JJ. Marcey. Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6rf. 
** This is a real, carefully executed collection of information and expe- 
riences, the which every one vrho takes up will hardly lay down until he 

has read from A to Z It is not only valuable to the special traveller, 

but fascinating to the general reader The author is as full of matter 

as any old sailor who has sailed four times round the world."— At henaum. 

Ten Years of Preacher Life ; Chapters from an Autobiography. 
By William Henry Milburn, Author of " Rifle, Axe. and Saddle-Bags." 
With Introduction by the Rev.WilliamArthur.Author of "The Success- 
ful Merchant," &c. Crown 8vo. cloth. 4s. 6d. 

The States of Central America, by E. G. Squier. Cloth. 18*. 

Homeland Abroad (Second Series). A Sketch-book of Life, Men, 
and Travel, by Bayard Taylor. With Illustrations, post 8vo. cloth, 
8s. 6d. 

Northern Travel. Summer and Winter Pictures of Sweden, 
Lapland, and Norway, by Bayard Taylor. 1 vol. post 8vo., cloth, Ss. 6d. 
• Also by the same Autfurr, each complete in 1 vol., with lllustratiom. 
Central Africa ; Egypt and the White Nile. Is. 6d. 
India, China, and Japan. Is. 6d. 
Palestine, Asia Minor, Sicily, and Spain. Is. 6d. 
Travels in Greece and Russia. With an Excursion to Crete. 7s. Bd. 



INDIA^ AMERICA, AND THE COLONIES. 

^J-^^HE Colony of Victoria: its History, Commerce, and 
"^ Gold Mining : its Social and Political Institutions, down to the 

End of 1863. With Remarks, Incidental and Comparative, 
' y%} upon the other Australian Colonies. By William Westgarth, 
^^ Author of " Victoria and the Grold Mines," &c. Svo. with a 
Map, cloth, lft». 

Tracks of McKinlay and Party across A ustralia. By John Davis, 
one of the Expedition. Edited from the MS. Journal of Mr. Davis, 
with an Introcluctory View of the recent Explorations of Stuart, Burke, 
Wills, Laudsborough and others. By Wm. We&tjjarth. With numerous 
Illustrations in chromo-lithography, and Map. 8vo. cloth, I6s. 

The Prngress and Present State of British India ; a Manual of 
Indian History, Geography, and Finance, for general use; based upon 
Official Doiuraents, furnished under the authority of Her Majesty's 
Secretary of State for India. By Montgomery Martin, Esq., Author 
of a " History of the British Colonies," &c. In one volume, post 8vo. 
cloth, lOs. ed. 

America before Europe. Principles and Interests. By the Count 
de Gasparin. Post 8vo. 9s. 

Slavery and Secession : Historical and Economical. By Thoma.s 

Ellison, Esq., F.S.S.; Author of " A Handbook of the Cotton Trade." 
With Coloured Miip, and numerous Appendices of State Papers, Popula- 
tion Returns, New and Old Tariffs, &c., forming a Complete Manual of 
Reference on all matters connected with the War. Second edition, en- 
larged. I vol. post 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

The Ordeal of Free Labour in the British West Indies. By WU- 
liam G. Sewell. Post Svo. cloth, 7«. Hd, 
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The Cotton Kingdom : a Traveller's Observations on Cottt)n and 
Slavery in America, based apon three former volumes of Travels and 
Explorations. By Frederick Law Olmsted. With a Map. 2 vols, post 
8vo. 1/. 1*. r *- 

" Mr. Olmsted gives his readers a wealth of facts conveyed in a long 
stream of anecdotes, the exquisite humour of many of them making parts 
of his book as pleasant to read as a novel of the first class."— kthetxtcxim. 

A History of the Origin, Formation, and Adoption of the Con- 
stitution of the United States of America, with Notices of its Principal 
Framers. By George Tickuor Curtis, Esq. 2 vo1j». 8vo. Cloth, 1/. As. 

" A most carefully digested and well-written Constitutional History of 
the great Federal Republic of America."— Y.xwa\neT. 

•' Mr. Curtis writes with dignity and vigour^ and his work will be one 
of permanent interest."— ktYmndivm. 

The Principles of Political Economy applied to the Condition, 
the Resources, and Institutions of the American People. By Francis 
Bowen. 8vo. Cloth, Us. 

A History of New South Wales from the Discovery of New 
Holland in 1616 to the present time. Bv the late Roderick Flanagan, 
Esq., Member of the Philosophical Society of New South Wales. 2 
vols. 8vo. 24*. 

Canada and its Resources. Two Prize Essays, by Hogan and 
Morris. 7s., or separately, Is. M. each, and Map, '6s. 

SCIENCE AND DISCOVERY. 

f HE Physical Geography of the Sea and its Meteorology; 
or, the Economy of the Sea and its Adaptations, its Salts, it« 
Waters, its Climates, its luhabitauts, and whatever there may 
be of general interest in its Commercial Uses or Industrial 
Pursuits. By Commander M. F. Maury, LL.D. Tenth Edi- 
tion, being the Second Edition of the Author's revised and enlarged Work. 
Poit 8vo. cloth extra, 8». 6</. 

This edition, as well as its immediate predecessor, includes all the researches 
and observations of the last three years, and is copyright in England and on 
the Continent. 




" We err greatly if Lieut. Maury's 
book will not hereafter be classed with 
the works of the great men who have 
taken the lead in extending and im- 
proving knowledge and art ; his book 



displays in a remai'kable degree, like 
the * Advancement of Learning,' and 
the • Natural Histor}-' of BufTon, pro- 
found research and magnificent ima- 
gination." — Illustrated London News. 



The Kedge Anchor ; or, Young Sailor's Assistant, by William 
Brady. Seventy Illustrations. 8vo. 16«. 

Theory of the Winds, by Capt. Charles Wilkes. 8vo. cl. 8«. 6rf. 

Archaia; or, Studies of the Cosmogony and Natural History of 

the Hebrew Scriptures. By Professor Dawson, Principal of McGill 

College, Canada. Post 8vo. cloth, cheaper edition, 6«. 

" It is refreshing to meet with an author who has reflected deeply, and 
obsen'ed as well as read fully, before he has put forward his pages m print. 
He will be remembered, and perhaps read, when incompetent wi'iters have 
been foi'gotten. We heartily commend this book to intelligent and thoughtful 
readers : it will not suit others. Its tone throughout is gc^, while as much \r 
condensed in this one volume as will be required by the general student." — 
Athenaum. 
Ichnographs, from the Sandstone of the Connecticut River, 

Massachusetts, U. S. A. By James Dean, M.D. One volame, 4to. with 

Forty-six Plates, cloth, 27«. 




List of Publications. 1 1 

The Recent Progress of Astronomy, by Elias Loomis, LL.D. 

3rd Edition. Post 8vo. Is. 6d. 
An Introduction to Practical Astronomy, by the Same. 8to. 

cloth. 8s. 

System of Mineralogy, by James D. Dana. New Edit. Revised. 

With Numerous Engravings. 2 vols. 8vo. 24s. 
Manual of Mineralogy, including Observations on Mines, Rocks, 
Reduction of Ores, uud the Application of the Science to the Arts, with 
260 Illustrations. Designed for the Use of Schools and Colleges. By 
James D. Duua, A.M., Author of a " System of Mineralogy." New Edi- 
tion, revised and enlarged. I2mo. Half bound, Is. 6d. 

Cyclopaedia of Mathematical Science, by Davies and Peck. 8vo. 
Sheep. I8s. 

JTRADE, AGRICULTURE^ AND ARCHITECTURE. 

[he Exchange. Comprising Original Papers on Trade, 
7 Commerce, and Finance, by the first writers of the day. Two 
'^d \^f Volumes, cloth extra, each Is. (od. 

h^ Railway Practice, European and American ; com- 
prising the economical generation of Steam, the adaptation of Wood 
and Coke-burning Engines to Coal Burning, and in i'ermanent Way, 
including Road-bed, Sleepers, Rails, Joiut-lastenings, Street Railways, 
&c. By Alexander L. Holley, Joint Author of Colburn and Holly's 
" Permanent Way," &c. Demy folio, with 77 Engravings, half-morocco. 
31. '3s. 
History of the Rise and Progress of the Iron Trade of the United 
States, from 1621 to 1857; with numerous Statistical Tables relating to 
the Manufacture, Importation, Exportation, and Prices of Iron for more 
than a Centuiy. By B. F. French. 8vo. Cloth, 10«. 

Hunt's Merchants' Magazine (Monthly). 2s. 6d. 

The Parlour Gardener ; or, the House Culture of Ornamental 
Plants : a Practical Handbook. With a coloured Frontispiece and nu- 
merous Illustrations. I8mo. Cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

Pleasant Talk about Fruits, Flowers, and Farming. By Henry 
Ward Beecher, Author of " Life Thoughts." In ornamental cloth, price 
2s.ikl. 

The Book of Farm Implements, and their Construction ; by John 
L. Thomas. With 200 Illustrations. 12mo. 6s. 6rf. 

The Practical Surveyor's Guide; by A. Duncan. Fcp.Svo. 4s. 6<2. 

Villas and Cottages ; by Calvert Vaux, Architect. 300 Illustra- 
tions. 8vo. cloth. I2s. 

THEOIiOGY. 

I HE Land and the Book, or Biblical Illustrations drawn 
from the Manners and Customs, the Scenes and the Scenery 
of the Holy Land, by W. M. Thomson, M.D., twenty-iive 
years a Missionary in Syria and Palestine. With 3 Maps and 
several hundred Illustrations. 2 vols. Post 8vo. cloth. II. Is. 

A Topographical Picture of Ancient Jerusalem ; beautifully co- 
loured. Nine feet by six feet, on rollers, varnished. 3/ lis 
Nature and the Supernatural. By Horace Bushnell, D.D. One 
vol. New Edition. Post 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Dr. Bushnell s Christian Nurture. Is. 6d. 
Dr. Bushnell's Character of Jesus. Qd. 
Dr. Bushnell's New Life. is. 6d, 
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Five Years' Prayer, with the Answers : comprising recent Nar- 
ratives and Incidents in America, Germany, England, Ireland, Scotland* 
&c. By D. Samuel Irenaeus Prime. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. ; and a Cheap 
Edition, price Is. 

Work and Play. By Horace Bushnell, D.D., Author of" Tht 
New Life." Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

The Light of the World : a most True Relation of a Pilgrimess 
travelling towards Eternity. Divided into Three Parts ; which deserve 
to be read, understood, and considered by all who desire to be saved. 
Reprinted from the edition of 1696. Beautifully printed by Clay on 
toned paper. Crown 8vo. pp. 693, bevelled boards, 10«. 6rf. 

Scattered Pearls Strung Together ; being an arrangement of the 
Precepts, Promises, Juilgments, Prayers, &c. &c., contained in the Book 
of Psalms. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. limp cloth, Is. 6d. 

A Short Method of Prayer; an Analysis of a Work so entitled 
by Madame de la Mothe-Qnyon ; by Thomas C. Upham, Professor of 
Mental and Moral Philosophy in Bowduin College,U.S. America. Printed 
by Whittingham. 12mo. cloth. Is. 

Christian Believing and Living. By F. D. Huntington, D.D, 

Crown Bvo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" For freshness of thought, power of illustration, and evangelical ear- 
nestness, these writers [Dr. Huntington and Dr. Bushnell] are not sur- 
passed by the ablest theologians in the palmiest days of the Church." 

Caledonian Mercury. 

The Power of Prayer, Illustrated by the wonderful Displays of 
Dixnne Grace during the American Revival in 1857 and 1868, by Samuel J. 
Prime, Author of " Travels in Europe and the East." 12mo. cloth. 2s. 
Cheap edition. Is. 

God in the Dwelling ; or, the Eeligious Training of a Household. 
By the Rev. Dudley A. Tyng. Fcap. 8vo. limp cloth, 1«. 

Life Thoughts. By the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. Two Series, 
complete in one volume, well printed and well bound. 2.^. 6d. Superior 
edition, illustrated with ornamented borders. Sm. 4to. cloth extra. 7«. 6tf. 

Summer in the Soul; or, Views and Experiences of Religions 
Subjects. By the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher, Author of" Life Thoughts." 
In fcp. 8vo. cloth extra. 2s. 6d. 

Communings upon Daily Texts, tending to a Life of Practical 
Holiness. " Commune with your own heart."— Psalm iv. 4. Second 
Editions Post 8vo. Cloth, 5s. 

The Bible in England ; by the Rev. C. D. Bell, Incumbent of St. 

John's, Hampstead. 6d. 

The Miner's Sons ; Martin Luther and Henry Martyn, by the 

same Author. 12mo. Is. 
Faith in Earnest ; by the same Author. Fcp. 8vo. cloth. Is. 6r/. 

The Rich Kinsman j or, the History of Ruth the Moabitess, by 
the Rev. Stephen Tyng, D.D. Post 8vo. 5s. 

The Life of the Apostle Peter 5 by the Rev. Dr. Lee, Bishop of 

Delaware. Fcp. ovo. 5s. 
History of the Old Hundredth Psalm ; by H. W. Havergall. 8to. 

5s. 
Sermons for all Seasons; by the Rev. Charles B. Tayler, M.A. 

Fcp. 8vo. cloth. 6s. 
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Sermons for Family Reading ; by the Rev. William Short, Rector 

of St. GKiorge-the-Martyr, Queen Square. 8vo. cloth. 10*. 6rf. 
Sermons for Boys ; or, the Church in the Schoolroom, by the Rev. 

L. J. Bernays. Fcp. 8vo. bs. 
Life and Experience of Madame de la Mothe Guyom By Pro- 
fessor Upham. Edited by an English Clergyman. Crown 8vo. cloth, witb 
Portrait. Ihird Edition, 7s. iod. 

By the same Author. 
Life of Madame Catherine Adorna ; 12mo. cloth. 4^. Qd. 
The Life of Faith, and Interior Life. 2 vols. ds. 6d. each. 
The Divine Union. 7s. 6d. 

IiAW AND JURISPRUDENCE. 

SUPPLEMENT (May 1863) to the New Edition of 
Wheaton's Elements of International Law; comprising Im- 
portant Decisions of the Supreme Court of the United States of 
America, settling authoritatively the character of the hos- 
tilities in which they are involved, and the legal consequences 
to be deduced from them. Svo. 2s. 6d. 

History of the Law of Nations ; by Henry Wheaton, LL.D. 
author of the ''Elements of International Law." With Supplement. Royal 
Svo. cloth, II. I5s. 

Commentaries on American Law ; by Chancellor Kent. Ninth 
and. entirely New Edition. 4 vols. Svo. calf. 5/. 5s. ; cloth, 4/. 105. 

Treatise on the Law of Evidence j by Simon Greenleaf, LL.D. 
3 vols. Svo. calf. 41. 4s. 

A Treatise on the Measure of Damages ; or. An Enquiry into 
the Principles which govern the Amount of Compensation in Courts of 
Justice. J3y Theodore Sedgwick. Third revised Edition, enlai'ged. 
Imperial Svo. cloch. 31s. 6d. 

Justice Story's Commentaries on the Constitution of the United 
States. 2 vols. 26s. 

Justice Story's Commentaries on the Laws, viz. Bailments — 
Agency — Bills of Exchange— Promissory Notes— Partnership— and Con- 
flict of Laws. 6 vols. Svo. cloth, each 285. 

Justice Story's Equity Jurisprudence. 2 vols. Svo. 63«.; and 
Equity Pleadings. 1 vol. Svo. 31s. 6d. 

W. W. Story's Treatise on the Law of Contracts. Fourth Edi- 
tion, greatly enlarged and revised. 2 vols. Svo. cloth, 63s. 

MEDICAIi. 

3UMAN Physiology, Statical and Dynamical; by Dr. 
Draper. 300 Illustrations. Svo. 25s. 

A Treatise on the Practice of Medicine ; by Dr. George 

B. Wood. Fourth Edition. 2 vols. 36s. 

A Treatise on Fractures, by J. F. Malgaigne, Chirurgien de 

I'Hdpital Saint Louis, Translated, with Notes and Additions, by John H. 

Packard, M.D. With 106 Illustrations. Svo. sheep. 1/. Is. 

The History of Prostitution; its Extent, Causes, and Effects 

throughout the World : by William Sanger, M.D. Svo. cloth. I6s. 
Elements of Chemical Physics; with numerous Illustrations. 
By Josiah P. Cooke. Svo.«loth. I6s. 

" As an introduction to Chemical Physics^ this is by far the most com- 
prehensive work in our language.*' — Athenteum, Nov. 17. 
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A History of Medicine, from its Origin to the Nineteenth Centur}'. 

By Dr. P. V. Renouard. 8vo. 18*. 
Letters to a Youn? Physician just entering upon Practice; by 

James Jackson, mTD. Fcp. 8vo. bi. 
Lectures on the Diseases of Women and Children. By Dr. G. S. 

Bedford. 4th Edition. 8vo. 18«. 
The Principles and Practice of Obstetrics. By Gunning S. 

Bedford, A.M., M.D. With Engravings. 8vo. Cloth, 1/. U. 
Principles and Practice of Dental Surgery ; by C. A. Harris. 6th 

Edition. 8vo. 2is. 
Chemical and Pharmaceutical Manipulations ; by C.andC.Morfit. 

Royal 8to. Second Edition enlarged. 21s. 




POPULAR BOOKS AT POPULAXt PRICES. 

jLICE CAREY'S Pictures of Country Life. 1». 6<i. 

Angel over the Right Shoulder. 1«. 

Boy Missionary ; by Mrs. J. M. Parker. 1«. 6rf. 
Domestic Servants, their Duties and Rights ; by a Barrister. 1«. 
Dred; by Mrs. H. B. Stowe. (160th thousand.) Is. 6rf. 
Fools' Pence, and other Tales ; by C B. Tayler, M.A. 2«. 6</. 
Guide to the Charities of Iiondon. 1«. 
Lights and Shades of Australian Life. Is. ^d. 
Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions, by William Allen Butler, li. 
Records of Alderbrook ; by Emily Judson. 1«. 
Rifle, Axe, and Saddlebags. 1«. 6rf. 
Tales and Sketches (complete); by Mrs. Stowe. 1». 
Truth ; by Charles B. Tayler, M.A. Is. 6d. 
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